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We,  the  members  of  the  Class  of  January,  1922, 
dedicate  this  Senior  Magnet  to  our  Fathers 
and  Mothers,  who  through  untold  sacrifice, 
have  enabled  us  to  complete  our  High 
School  course . 


THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  DAVIS  HOUSE 

Edward  Kesselman 


The  workmen  had  been  tearing  down 
the  old  Davis  house  for  over  a week, 
when  the  thought  came  to  me,  “Why 
not  go  over  to  the  old  house  and  hunt 
for  relics?” 

The  Davis  mansion  was  of  old  col- 
onial style.  It  had  high  pillars  and  a 
very  large  porch,  but  other  than  that  it 
was  a very  plain  house.  The  last  of  the 
Davises  had  died  a tew  months  ago,  and 
the  bank,  which  handled  the  estate,  not 
finding  any  living  relative,  and  being 
unable  to  dispose  of  the  house,  had  fin- 
ally decided  to  tear  the  mansion  down. 
The  lot  surrounding  the  house  plainly 
showed  the  lack  of  upkeep.  Bushes, 
brambles  and  dead  limbs  littered  the 
lawn,  and  with  the  decaying  lumber, 
which  had  been  thrown  out  made  the 
place  look  even  more  disreputable.  The 
workmen  had  taken  everything  out  of  the 
parlor  and  dining  room  and  burned 
them  before  I reached  the  house.  There 
was  dust,  cobwebs  and  fine  sand  every- 
where in  the  rooms.  It  was  truly  a very 
dismal  sight. 

The  men  were  clearing  out  the  cup- 
boards the  first  day  I went  there,  and 
they  were  throwing  the  waste  in  baskets 
in  preparation  for  burning  them.  Seat- 
ing myself  near  one  of  these  baskets,  I 
started  to  leaf  through  the  papers. 
After  spending  quite  a while  in  this  way, 


I came  upon  a small  leather  covered 
book.  On  opening  this  I found  it  to  be 
a diary  of  one  of  the  Davis  boys.  The 
spelling  was  queer,  and  the  wording 
novel  and  it  at  once  attracted  my  atten- 
tion. On  the  first  page  was  written 
“The  Diary  of  Henrye  Davis.” 

Of  course  I had  never  heard  of  Henrye, 
I being  a newcomer  in  the  neighborhood, 
but  the  name  made  me  think  of  the  days 
of  the  Civil  War,  duels,  dances  with  fair 
Southern  girls,  . and  of  love-making. 
After  leafing  through  page  after  page  of 
notes  of  home  and  everything  under  the 
sun,  I noted  the  name  of  Alice  appearing 
more  and  more  frequently.  The  pages 
were  empty  for  a short  space,  then  ap- 
peared the  note  “The  sums  paid  by  my 
father  hath  paid  for  my  brother’s  debts.” 
Underneath  this  was  a row  of  figures 
written  in  pounds.  Instantly  the  thought 
of  a wayward  brother  flashed  into  my 
mind  and  I was  correct  as  the  book 
showed  later. 

The  next  note  showed  the  jealousy  of 
the  brother,  for  it  read,  “Alice,  it  seems, 
is  more  pleased  with  my  brother  than  I.” 
Could  it  be  possible  that  the  fair  Alice 
of  Henry’s  choice  preferred  the  brother 
to  Henry?  This  was  not  an  impossible 
happening,  and  it  seemed  that  was  what 
happened,  because  the  next  few  pages 
read,  “This  day  I dressed  in  my  best 
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clothes  and  went  to  Hilltop  Plantation  to 
ask  for  the  hand  of  Alice.  Alas,  'twas  as 
my  fears  foretold.  It  is  not  me  she  loves 
but  John,  my  brother.  Yet  how  much 
1 fear  to  confess  it;  my  hate  for  John 
was  great  when  I retired  to  my  own 
home.  It  was  with  great  effort  that  I 
told  my  parents  the  news.” 

Some  pages  on  I read,  “The  day  John 
and  Alice  were  married.  My  mother 
dressed  herself  in  her  finest  clothes,  and 
my  father  dressed  as  befitting  one  of  so 
high  a standing.  My  heart  nearly  broke 
when  the  affair  was  over,  for  only  then 
did  I realize  my  fondest  hopes  shattered.” 
I pitied  Henry  after  reading  this  page, 
and  I imagine  he  needed  consolation 
after  going  through  such  a trying  ordeal. 
Nearly  a year  later  the  book  spoke  of 
John’s  leaving  his  bride’s  home  and 
traveling  in  Europe.  It  was  here  that  I 
read  the  most  exciting  part  of  the  book. 

“This  day  we  are  to  have  a farewell 
ball  for  my  brother  John.  Just  before 
the  party,  when  my  mother  opened  the 
secret  drawer  where  the  family  jewels 
were  kept,  she  discovered  them  missing 
and  also  my  brother  could  not  be  found. 
‘Can  it  be  possible  that  my  son  has  stolen 
them?’  said  my  father,  and  I kept  silent.” 
The  entries  in  the  book  then  dropped  to 
trivial  things  again. 

Several  times  I noted  that  Henry  had 
complained  of  a troubled  mind  and  a 
general  failing  in  health,  but  I thought 
this  only  natural  conceding  the  act  of  his 
brother,  whom  he  both  loved  and  hated. 

Henry’s  sickness  must  have  been  worse 
than  was  supposed,  because  his  entries 
became  more  and  more  incoherent.  The 
death  of  his  brother,  about  whom  the 
family  had  received  word,  must  have 


caused  him  to  get  worse,  because  his  last 
entry  was,  “Today  we  received  word  of 
brother  John’s  death;  the  shock  just 
about  killed  me  and  I heard  our  doctor 
tell  mother  that  he  feared  I might  lose 
my  mind.  But  they  do  not  know  the 
secret  that  I hold  that  is  gradually  kill- 
ing me.  Shall  I tell  all  now  or  wait 
awhile?”  And  with  this  the  diary  ended. 
Not  satisfied  with  this  ending,  I searched 
the  remaining  papers  through  but  could 
not  find  another  bit  of  information. 
Not  finding  anything  more  about  the 
mystery,  I returned  home,  still  thinking 
of  the  diary  and  reading  it  over  and  over 
again. 

The  next  day  I went  away  on  a visit 
so  I had  no  more  time  to  hunt  for  fur- 
ther evidence.  But  on  returning  home  I 
found  my  mother  talking  to  one  of  the 
town  gossips  and  you  can  imagine  my 
surprise  when  I heard  what  she  said.  It 
was  something  like  this,  “You  know  that 
when  Joe,  that’s  my  husband,  was  tear- 
ing down  that  old  Davis  house,  he  found 
a secret  room.  The  room  was  dark,  and 
right  near  the  hole  was  a skeleton,  a 
human  skeleton.  And  right  near  his 
hand  was  an  old  box  full  of  jewels,  and 
an  old  musty  paper  was  found  near  the 
skeleton  telling  that  he,  Henry,  I sup- 
pose that’s  the  skeleton — but  I wonder 
who  Henry  was, — -had  taken  the  jewels 
to  disgrace  his  brother,  and  it  told  about 
Henry  trying  to  get  courage  to  tell  the 
wrong  he  had  done  to  his  brother,  John, 
but  had  not  the  courage.” 

At  the  end  of  this  conversation,  I left 
the  room  firmly  resolved  not  to  tell 
about  the  book,  because  I thought,  why 
should  I revive  a wrong  long,  long  for- 
gotten? 
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PAUL’S  SCOTCH  LASSIE 

Frank  Hunter 
Jan.  ’22 


Jeanne  stood  with  the  rest  of  the  steer- 
age passengers  taking  one  last  look  at 
her  beloved  Scotland.  She  was  going  to 
America,  land  of  the  free,  where  she 
could  earn  her  own  living.  Jeanne  was 
only  sixteen  and  all  alone  in  the  world, 
except  for  an  uncle  in  America,  who  her 
mother  had  told  her  was  very  rich  and 
would  probably  give  her  a home,  if  she 
could  find  him.  And  it  was  of  this  uncle 
that  Jeanne  was  thinking  a few  days 
later,  as  she  watched  the  waves  beat 
high  against  the  side  of  the  ship. 

On  the  upper  deck,  a sweet-faced  wo- 
man was  walking  with  her  son,  Paul, 
when  all  at  once  her  son  startled  her  by 
saying,  “Oh,  mother,  look  at  the  pretty, 
golden-haired  girl  among  the  steerage 
passengers!  Doesn’t  she  look  like” — and 
then  he  stopped,  for  the  mention  of  sis- 
ter, who  had  died  a few  months  ago, 
always  brought  tears  to  his  mother’s 
eyes,  and  he  did  not  wish  to  cause  her 
pain. 

“Yes,  Paul,  she  does  have  a resem- 
blance to  Marjorie.  Let  us  go  down  and 
speak  to  her,  she  seems  to  be  all  alone.” 

So  it  happened  that  these  three  became 
close  friends  during  the  remainder  of 
the  voyage.  One  afternoon  Mrs.  Adams 
said  to  Jeanne,  “Jeanne,  instead  of  go- 
ing to  work,  will  you  come  home  and 
stay  with  me  till  you  find  your  uncle? 
Then  if  you  cannot  find  him,  I want  you 
to  become  my  daughter.”  Jeanne  finally 
consented  to  this  and  went  to  Mrs. 
Adam’s  home  in  New  York. 

Mr.  Adams  at  once  started  the  search 
for  Mr.  Graham,  Jeanne’s  uncle.  And 
at  last  one  evening  he  came  home  and 
said  to  Jeanne,  “Well,  little  Jeanne,  I 
guess  you  will  have  to  be  my  little  girl 
now.  1 have  finally  found  your  uncle’s 
lawyer,  only  to  have  him  tell  me  that 


your  uncle  died  six  months  ago,  leaving 
you  all  his  property,  but  he  had  never 
known  where  to  find  you.  Will  you  not 
make  your  home  with  us  and  be  Paul’s 
sister?”  And  Jeanne  became  Jeanne 
Adams  by  adoption. 

One  evening,  four  years  later,  after 
Jeanne  had  been  sent  away  to  boarding 
school  and  had  come  home,  all  that  Mrs. 
Adams  had  hoped  for,  Jeanne  sat  in  the 
large  living  room  of  the  Adams’  beauti- 
ful home,  looking  earnestly  over  the  so- 
ciety column  of  the  New  York  evening 
paper. 

“Oh,  Paul,  here  it  is!” 

“Here’s  what,  silly?  You  must  think 
I’m  a mind  reader!” 

“Why,  the  announcement  of  my  com- 
ing out  party.  Can’t  you  remember 
that  I’m  to  be  a debutante?” 

“Well,  Jeanne,  I can’t  see  anything  to 
get  excited  about.  You’ll  get  tired  of 
those  things  and  in  the  end  my  adorable 
little  sister  will  be  spoiled.” 

“Now  for  that  you  can  leave  and  I 
won’t  speak  to  you  till  you  are  in  a better 
humor,”  and  Paul  was  immediately 
locked  out. 

For  three  weeks  afterwards  Jeanne 
was  rushed  around  from  morning  till 
night  being  fitted  with  dresses,  and  as 
Jeanne  said,  “There  must  be  one  for  ev- 
ery hour  in  the  day.”  At  last  came  the 
evening  of  her  first  appearance  in  so- 
ciety. 

Paul  had  knocked  at  her  door  early 
in  the  evening  and  asked  if  he  might 
speak  to  her,  but  Jeanne  told  him  to  go 
away.  “I’ll  see  you  at  dinner,  you  know 
you  are  to  be  my  partner.” 

“I’m  not  going  to  your  dinner  or  any 
other  of  your  affairs.  Perhaps  your 
friend  Dick  will  take  you  in  to  dinner. 
Goodnight.” 
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But  Jeanne  was  too  busy  to  mind  him 
now.  these  spells  were  frequent  with  Paul 
anyway. 

What  a wonderful  evening  it  was! 
And  Jeanne  was  a success  and  had  no 
difficulty  in  getting  a dinner  partner,  al- 
though all  of  society’s  butterfles  were 
there  and  what  beauties  they  all  were, 
“American  Beauties,  but  Scotland’s 
bonny  lass  had  also  been  turned  into  an 
American  Beauty.’’  But  Jeanne  missed 
Paul,  who  was  usually  her  faithful  guar- 
dian, and  who  watched  her  with  jealous 
eyes. 

The  whirl  of  gayety  and  excitement 
lasted  about  a month  and  at  length 


Jeanne  grew  tired  of  it  all  and  wished 
she  could  stay  at  home  for  just  one  ev- 
ening; but  no,  there  was  that  reception 
to  be  attended.  She  was  just  going  to 
ring  for  her  maid  when  Paul  came  in  and 
sat  down. 

“I  suppose  you  are  going  out  as  usual, 
are  you?” 

“Please,  Paul,  don’t  get  cross;  I should 
go  to  that  reception,  but — 1 might  stay 
home  if  you  want  me.” 

If  I want  you!  You  know,  Jeanne,  I 
want  you  all  the  time.”  And  Paul  be- 
came Jeanne’s  dinner  partner  for  good, 
and  they  spent  their  honeymoon  in 
Jeanne’s  own  country.  { 


A MENTAL  MURDER 

John  Henry  Weeks 


Jim  Boyle  was  a young,  ambitious 
chap  from  Georgetown,  a dull  and  list- 
less village  of  eastern  New  York.  He 
was  filled  with  tales  and  yarns  of  New 
York  City.  His  imagination  was  fired 
with  achievements  and  successes  of  men 
neither  greater  nor  stronger  in  character 
than  Jim  Boyle  himself. 

Jim  had  taken  a correspondence  course 
in  Business  Efficiency  and  felt  that  all  he 
lacked  was  the  opportunity.  Then  he 
could  acquire  a lofty  position  and  win 
honorable  distinctions.  Of  course  the 
big  city  was  the  very  place  where 
such  aspirations  could  be  realized, 
and  anyhow  that’s  where  he  had  built  all 
the  castles  in  his  mind.  The  more  Jim 
pondered  and  deliberated  over  the  fact 
that  he  lived  only  forty-two  miles  from 
New  York  City  and  had  never  been 
there,  the  more  unbearable  it  appeared 
to  him. 

He  was  the  only  son  and  the  usual  deep 
interest  was  taken  in  him.  Although  he 
had  been  discouraged  again  and  again 
by  his  parents,  he  was  saving  and  prepar- 
ing to  transfer  his  habitation  to  the  big 
city.  Like  every  other  young  man,  he 


had  his  sweetheart.  She  was  a perfect 
Venus  in  Jim’s  estimation. 

One  month  later  found  Jim  Boyle 
walking  through  the  gates  of  the  Grand 
Central  Terminal.  At  last  his  fondest 
desire  had  materialized.  That  same  af- 
ternoon he  was  in  the  office  of  a business 
house  answering  an  advertisement  for  a 
clerk. 

“How  do  you  do,  sir,”  spoke  up  Jim  in 
a rather  weak  and  uncontrolled  voice. 
“I  read  your  advertisement  in  this 
morning’s  paper  stating  you  wish  to  hire 
a clerk.  I think  I can  qualify  for  the 
position.  My  name  is  James  Boyle.” 
“I’m  sorry,  Mr.  Boyle,  but  we  hired  a 
clerk  this  morning.” 

Jim  left  the  office  without  saying  any- 
thing further.  He  was  soon  seen  darting 
into  a brokerage  office  in  reply  to  an  ad 
wanting  several  assistants.  He  hesitated 
for  a moment  looking  over  the  board 
room,  the  many  men  and  boys  rushing 
hither  and  thither,  and  the  never  ending 
sound  of  the  ticker.  Walking  into  the 
manager’s  office  he  asked  if  he  might  se- 
cure a position  in  the  office. 

“Just  a moment,  but  I believe  we  do 
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not  need  any  more  men.”  An  assistant 
manager  was  called  and  informed  the 
manager  that  all  places  had  been  filled. 
“I’m  sorry,  sir,  you  are  a little  late;  we 
have  no  places  open  now,”  came  the  stern 
reply  of  the  dignified  executive. 

But  this  did  not  discourage  the  confi- 
dent Jim  Boyle.  He  answered  fourteen 
other  advertisements  but  with  no  avail. 

It  was  now  evening  and  a room  and 
lodging  must  be  gotten.  He  rented  a 
room  from  a lady  who  seemed  to  take  a 
personal  interest  in  him.  She  told  him 
where  several  employment  offices  were 
located,  but  they  were  closed  and  would 
not  open  until  morning.  After  supper, 
he  was  introduced  to  Doctor  Grossman 
who  seemed  intensely  interesting  and  en- 
couraging. Dr.  Grossman  was  the  presi- 
dent of  the  Kairchagia  Brotherhood,  an 
occult  organization. 

When  Jim  told  of  his  experiences,  the 
nature  of  the  society  over  which  Doctor 
Grossman  presided  was  explained  to  him. 
The  Brotherhood  was  organized  to  gather 
data  of  certain  mystic  and  occult  re- 
searches. 

“Mr  Boyle,  we  have  a position  as  sec- 
retary of  our  organization  open,  and  I 
should  be  very  glad  if  you  were  inter- 
ested,” said  the  Doctor  in  a resonant 
voice. 

“Well,  I should  say  1 will  accept  it,” 
came  the  prompt  reply.  “And  when  may 
I begin?” 

“You  may  begin  tonight  at  our  meet- 
ing.” The  duties  of  the  secretary  were 
explained  and  other  necessary  informa- 
tion was  given  him. 

Jim  was  taken  to  the  top  floor  of  a 
building  that  seemed  half  way  to  heaven. 
They  entered  one  room  where  a number 
of  men  were  talking,  some  of  whom  wore 
weird  looking  garments.  These  were  the 
officers  as  Jim  learned  when  Doctor 
Grossman  put  on  one  of  these  gowns. 
He  felt  a self-consciousness  throughout 
the  meeting  while  he  attempted  to  take 
the  minutes  on  account  of  the  strange 
words  employed  and  also  the  mystical 


environment.  All  these  things  were  in- 
teresting to  him. 

That  night  he  wrote  a letter  to  his 
mother  and  also  to  Cora  Brown,  his 
sweetheart.  He  told  them  about  the  in- 
numerable sky-scrapers,  automobiles, 
and  in  fact  the  bigness  of  everything,  and 
also  that  he  had  secured  a position  as  a 
secretary. 

Two  months  later  Jim  had  fifty  dollars 
and  a richer  experience  of  the  big  city. 
He  was  now  fully  acquainted  with  all  the 
secrets  and  obligations  of  the  Kairchagia 
Brotherhood.  But  Jim  was  dissatisfied 
with  his  position  and  desired  one  with 
greater  possibility  for  advancement.  In- 
stead of  finding  a city  of  golden  oppor- 
tunity, he  learned  that  it  was  harsh,  se- 
vere, and  indifferent  toward  the  strang- 
er. Jim’s  friend.  Doctor  Grossman,  had 
left  New  York  to  go  to  California  and 
this  made  his  tasks  even  more  uninter- 
esting and  disagreeable  to  the  energetic 
youth.  He  had  fully  decided  to  resign 
at  the  next  meeting  to  take  a more  re- 
sponsible position. 

Accordingly  at  the  next  meeting,  he 
handed  in  his  resignation  to  the  new 
president  who  gave  him  a sharp  point- 
blank  reply. 

“The  brotherhood  needs  your  services, 
Boyle,  because  you  have  proven  yourself 
to  be  most  faithful  and  loyal  to  us. 
Great  pains  were  taken  to  teach  you  the 
laws,  codes,  and  secrets  of  this  order  and 
we  will  not  allow  any  opportunity  to 
pass  us  to  restrain  you  from  disclosing 
these  secrets.” 

“I  regret  very  much,  sir,  that  I have 
joined  this  mysterious  society  of  yours,” 
answered  Jim  in  a cool  even  tone  and 
left  the  meeting.  The  president  asked 
the  supreme  council  to  withdraw  to  the 
Yogi  chamber. 

“Gentlemen,  we  have  before  us  the 
case  of  our  secretary,  Mr.  Boyle,  to 
whom  I fear  we  have  made  a serious  er- 
ror in  confiding  the  secrets  of  this  or- 
ganization. To  correct  his  obstinacy  is 
out  of  the  question  and  there  remains 
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only  one  possible  plan,  a mental  mur- 
der. 1'his  council  of  twelve  powerful 
mastei  minds  could  easily  accomplish 
this  deed.” 

After  a timely  discussion  between  the 
members,  the  plan  was  adopted  by  the 
secret  council,  to  be  enforced  that  night 
at  twelve  o clock.  One  of  the  members 
was  dispatched  to  place  a loaded  revol- 
ver in  Jim  Boyle’s  room  at  the  same 
time  waiting  until  Jim  had  returned  to 
his  room.  Everything  was  prepared 
and  the  council  met  encircling  a table 


in  the  middle  of  which  was  a large  crys- 
tal in  which  each  one  pictured  the  image 
of  Jim  Boyle  killing  himself  with  a re- 
volver. 

The  next  morning  the  prostrate  body 
of  Jim  Boyle  was  found  with  a fatal 
head  wound.  The  news  that  he  had 
committed  suicide  was  sent  to  his  peace- 
ful home.  Thus  another  innocent  vic- 
tim was  added  to  the  toll  of  the  debased 
Kairchagia  Brotherhood  as  also  died  the 
hopes  and  aspirations  of  a noble  char- 
acter. 


B.H.S.- 

THE  FIRE 

Edna  Riggle 


The  rising  sun,  peeping  over  the  hills 
revealed  a world  prematurely  ripened 
and  dried  by  the  scorching  heat  of  the 
previous  day.  The  slight  current  in  the 
air  was  not  betrayed  by  the  majestic 
pines.  In  the  little  country  village,  the 
truck  gardens  were  drooping  like  a rose 
two  weeks  old.  The  August  sun,  finding 
its  way  into  a neat  little  bungalow,  re- 
vealed a dainty  housewife  busy  about 
her  morning  work.  Presently  she  appear- 
ed in  the  doorway,  paused  but  a mo- 
ment, then  went  to  the  well  to  draw 
water.  The  glimpse  of  her  had  been 
sufficient  to  impress  one  with  her  lux- 
urious brown  hair,  curling  about  the 
moist  brow,  and  her  blue  eyes  not  fre- 
quently found  in  one  of  her  type.  The 
blue  of  her  eyes  was  enhanced  by  long 
brown  lashes  which  swept  her  cheek, 
slightly  flushed  by  the  heat  of  the  stove. 
As  she  was  drawing  water,  a small,  ro- 
tund, furry  figure  came  from  behind  a 
bush  to  purr  at  her  feet. 

Dotty,”  remarked  her  mistress  to  her 
pet,  “the  country  seems  ripe  for  a fire. 
Everything  is  so  dry.  I do  hope  no  one 
is  so  careless  as  to  throw  anything  into 
dry  grass  that  will  start  a fire.  At  least, 

I believe  Ell  cook  some  extra  food,  and 
have  several  barrels  of  water  pumped, 


just  to  be  safe,”  she  concluded. 

Suiting  action  to  words,  she  returned 
to  her  work. 

* * * * * * 

A large  stalwart  figure  was  making  his 
way  along  a road  through  the  forest, 
when  his  keen  nostrils  detected  the  smell 
of  burning  pine  needles,  a thing  he  was 
ever  on  the  alert  for.  Breaking  into  a 
run,  he  hastened  in  the  direction  from 
which  the  smell  seemed  to  come.  Mak- 
ing an  abrupt  turn  in  the  road,  he  was 
suddenly  confronted  by  a sight  which 
made  his  heart  stand  still.  An  area  of 
about  twenty-five  feet  was  all  ablaze,  the 
fire  spreading  rapidly.  Someone  had 
dropped  a burning  match,  and  frightened 
had  fled.  He  knew  it  was  not  more  than 
two  miles  from  a point  where  he  could 
signal  for  help.  To  try  to  drown  such 
a flame  with  no  fire  fighting  apparatus 
would  have  been  foolhardy.  He  ran  and 
ran,  and  the  extraordinary  need  of 
speed  lent  wings  to  his  feet.  He  scram- 
bled through  underbrush,  jumped  little 
streams  and  hastened  on.  When  he  ar- 
rived at  the  signalling  station  his  clothes 
were  torn  and  snagged,  his  face  and  his 
hands  were  bleeding,  but  he  paid  no  at- 
tention to  his  personal  needs.  Taking 
the  flags  from  their  place  of  safety,  he 
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flashed  the  signals  for  help.  When  he 
received  a reply,  he  hesitated.  Should  he 
go  back  to  the  scene  of  the  fire  or  rest, 
saving  his  energy  for  the  coming  strug- 
gle and  meet  the  others?  He  decided  in 
favor  of  the  latter.  He  had  not  rested 
long  when  he  heard  the  relief  force 
coming.  Men  were  laden  with  axes, 
shovels,  spades,  and  dinner  buckets  filled 
with  water.  These  he  joined,  and  together 
they  hurried  off  across  country,  meeting 
the  path  the  fire  must  follow  according 
to  the  direction  the  wind,  which  was  ris- 
ing, blew.  Here,  if  they  could  chop  rapid- 
ly enough,  they  could  make  a clearing 
and  the  flames  leaping  overhead  would 
find  no  food  and  die. 

The  sun  had  reached  its  zenith  when 
the  axes  commenced  to  ring.  The  men 
worked  as  if  for  their  lives,  never  stop- 
ping to  breathe.  Always  in  the  distance 
was  the  glow  of  the  fire  gaining  headway. 
Faster  and  faster  the  echoes  resounded; 
ever  the  clearing  was  being  enlarged. 

When  the  alarm  had  reached  the  lit- 
tle village,  the  little  housewife  whom  we 
met  earlier,  trembled  and  turned  pale. 
She  breathed  a prayer  for  the  safety  of 
her  husband  who  was  the  foreman  of  the 
fire-fighting  crew.  That  morning,  strong 
and  smiling,  he  had  left  her.  Would  he 
return?  But  she  chided  herself:  ‘‘I 

must  not  waste  my  precious  moments.” 
She  first  gathered  her  valuables  and 
things  whose  memory  were  dear  to  her- 
self and  Douglas.  She  was  ripping  car- 
pet from  the  floor,  seeming  to  gain 
strength  as  her  speed  increased,  when  the 
door  burst  open.  In  rushed  the  superin- 
tendent of  the  lease.  His  coat  and  col- 
lar were  gone,  his  gray  hair  tousled,  and 
he  had  long  since  lost  his  hat. 

“Get  ready  and  leave  on  the  special 
which  will  leave  here  in  ten  minutes,”  he 
managed  to  gasp  between  breaths. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Hougton,  what  will  Douglas 
do  if  he  gets  through  tonight  and  finds 
me  gone?  He’ll  be  wild.  I can’t  go. 
I’ll  stay  here.  Because  if  a living  soul 


can  come  through  that  fire,  he’ll  come 
after  me.” 

“Marguerite,  what  do  you  mean?  Do 
you  want  to  be  burned  to  death?” 

“No,”  she  murmured,  undecided. 

“Well,  you  hurry.  No  one  can  live 
through  this  fire.  This  town  will  be 
nothing  but  ashes,”  were  his  last  words 
as  he  hastened  on  to  spread  warning. 

She  was  sitting  there  stunned,  think- 
ing: “I  can’t  take  our  dear  little  pony, 

Kitty  and  I can’t  take  Dotty  and — and — 

I can’t  go.” 

Her  meditations  were  interrupted  by 
her  neighbor  who  came  bursting  in  the 
doorway,  her  frightened  daughter  close 
behind;  “Well,  be  ye  ready?”  asked  Mrs. 
Finnigan. 

Marguerite  took  one  look,  and  an- 
other, and  still  another.  She  had  a pair 
of  house  slippers  on,  these  were  covered 
by  a pair  of  shoes,  on  top  of  which  she 
wore  a pair  of  men’s  arctics.  She  wore 
a dressing  sacque,  then  a silk  dress,  then 
a suit  over  which  she  had  a heavy  coat. 
To  top  it  off  she  had  thrown  a plush  cape 
around  her  shoulders.  But  her  head  was 
her  crowning  feature.  A knit  cap  of  a 
red  which  quarreled  fearfully  with  the 
red  of  her  head,  was  tied  on  firmly.  On 
top  of  this  a large  hat  with  waving 
plumes  balanced  and  dipped  dangerously. 

Marguerite  slowly  recovered  from  her 
burst  of  merriment,  conscious  of  the 
need  of  action.  “I  am  not  going,  Mrs. 
Finnigan,”  she  stated  calmly. 

“Well’  there’s  this  to  it.  If  ye’re  styin’ 
I’m  stayin’  with  ye,”  came  the  prompt 
reply. 

“But,  Mrs.  Finnigan,  you  must  remem- 
ber Lucy.  You  know  she  can’t  stand  the 
strain.” 

“Lucy  kin  go  with  me  sister.  I’m  stay- 
in’.” 

The  younger  woman’s  heart  swelled 
with  emotion,  when  she  realized  her 
friend’s  devotion  to  her.  Seeing  that  all 
arguments  would  be  futile,  she  requested 
that  Lucy  go  with  her  aunt.  After  she 
left  they  finished  tearing  up  rugs  and  car- 
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pet.  Then  each  armed  with  shovel  and 
spades,  they  started  to  dig  a deep  hole 
where  they  could  go  as  a last  resort. 
\\  hen  at  last  they  were  finished,  they 
lined  it  with  carpet  and  then  poured 
buckets  of  water  on  it.  Next  they  raised 
one  ladder  to  a small  barn  and  one  to  the 
house.  One  climbed  that  ladder,  laden 
with  carpet  and  covered  the  roof  of  the 
barn,  while  the  other  covered  the  house 
in  a similar  manner. 

The  town  was  a clearing  and  contain- 
ed many  fields  of  grass  which,  while  dry 
would  not  catch  the  flames,  leaping  and 
driving  over  the  tops  of  tall  trees.  For 
in  the  distance  the  two  brave  women 
could  see  the  angry  red  flames,  shot  with 
yellow,  dancing  and  jumping  from  tree 
to  tree.  It  was  drawing  near.  Now  it 
was  not  more  than  a mile  away.  They 
worked  frantically;  pulled  the  buggy  in- 
to the  midst  of  a huge  plowed  field  be- 
side the  house  which  at  least  would  not 
burn;  tied  the  horse  securely  to  the  bug- 
gy. 

The  air  began  to  get  heavy  with  smoke. 
Great,  thick,  gray  and  blue  clouds  of 
smoke  hung  over  the  earth  like  a blan- 
ket. But  still  Marguerite  and  her  com- 
panion worked  carrying  water  to  moisten 
carpets  on  the  roofs.  Then,  when  the 
smoke  grew  unbearable,  they  picked  up 
their  valuables  and  started  for  their 
refuge.  The  poor  kitten  came  running 
toward  its  mistress,  who  seized  her  and 
placed  her  in  the  hole  and  she  and  her 
neighbor  climbed  in  also.  When  Mar- 
guerite covered  Mrs.  Finnigan  and  her- 
self with  the  carpet,  she  saw  the  great 
long  tongues  of  flames  leaping  one  and 
two  hundred  feet  in  air,  struggling  for 
supremacy  over  the  dense  clouds  of 
smoke,  every  moment  rolling  nearer, 
smothering  its  intended  victims.  Surely 
no  one  could  survive  such  a fate.  Just 
as  Marguerite  pulled  the  carpet  over  her 
face,  she  felt  something  wet  strike  her 
cheek. 

“Rain,”  she  cried.  “Thank  God.  We 


are  saved.  Oh,  how  can  we  express  our 
thankfulness?” 

It  was  true.  Amid  the  crackling  of 
burning  embers  and  the  roar  of  the 
flames,  the  storm  clouds  could  not  be 
heard  bursting  overhead.  Besides  the 
other  confusion  the  rain  pelting  down 
on  burning  timber  caused  a great  sizzling 
which  ended  the  life  of  the  fire.  The 
providential  rain  had  saved  the  day.  At 
five  o clock,  Douglas,  the  one  who  dis- 
covered the  fire  came  staggering  into 
town.  His  clothes  were  almost  burned 
off  him,  his  hair  was  singed,  his  eye- 
brows burned,  and  the  big  handkerchief 
which  he  tied  over  his  head  and  face 
was  burned  into  holes.  A deserted  vil- 
lage gave  him  a silent  greeting.  Every- 
one was  gone;  surely  Marguerite  had 
gone  too.  As  he  directed  his  steps  home- 
ward, his  thoughts  wandered.  Where 
was  she?  Was  she  thinking  of  him? 
Was  Kitty  smothered  to  death?  Search- 
ing the  house  in  vain,  he  satisfied  him- 
self she  was  gone.  He  staggered  around 
the  house  in  the  dense  smoke.  There  he 
stumbled  into  the  pit  and  as  he  touched 
a human  body,  he  uttered  a cry  of  dis- 
may. 

Douglas,  is  it  you?”  cried  Marguerite, 
weakly. 

“Marguerite!  My  darling!  Are  you 
safe?  How  can  I render  thanks  to  Him 
who  sent  that  providential  rain?”  ex- 
claimed Douglas. 

Then  followed  explanations  on  both 
sides.  Marguerite  and  her  companion 
were  so  exhausted  by  the  strenuous  day 
that  they  lay  in  the  pit  almost  in 
a stupor  under  the  pelting  rain. 

Douglas  and  his  men  had  failed  in  an 
effort  to  check  the  flames;  and  when  the 
fire  reached  the  men,  they  became  panic- 
stricken  and  fled  before  it,  despite  Doug- 
las’ command  to  follow  him  Left  to 
himself,  he  ran  ahead  for  a distance, 
then  branched  off  to  one  side  of  the 
swath  cut  by  the  fire.  Hurriedly  mois- 
tening his  handkerchief  in  water,  he  tied 
it  over  his  face.  He  then  followed  the 
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path  cut  by  the  flames,  extinguishing  the 
burning  places  on  his  clothes  with  wa- 
ter. He  had  almost  reached  town  when 
the  rain  came. 

It  was  many  hours  before  the  atmos- 
phere cleared.  Although  the  sense  of  the 
losses  many  had  sustained  dampened 


their  spirits,  happiness  reigned  in  the 
little  bungalow  that  night,  for  all  had 
been  saved.  Douglas  had  reason  to 
thank  the  Creator  for  that  rain  and 
never  after  did  he  complain  about  rain, 
though  it  might  interfere  with  his  plans. 


B.H.S. 


GETTING  EVEN  WITH  BUD 


“Jake”  Painter 
Jan.  ’22 


Bud  Wellington  was  by  far  the  best 
looking  fellow  in  our  bunch.  Bud  was 
tall  and  well  built.  He  parted  his  dark 
black  hair  straight  down  the  middle,  and 
kept  it  well  slicked  down  with  rose  vase- 
line. Bud’s  hair  was  his  chief  pride.  He 
spent  more  money  on  hair  cuts  than  the 
rest  of  us  fellows  did  on  ties,  collars  and 
hair  cuts  together. 

We  fellows  all  liked  Bud  in  a kind  of 
a way,  but  it  sure  did  peeve  us  to  see 
the  drag  he  had  with  all  the  girls.  It  had 
long  been  a conceded  fact  that  he  could 
get  most  any  girl  he  wanted.  Not  that 
we  fellows  cared,  but  it  does  sort  of 
make  a fellow  sore  to  see  his  best  girl 
promenade  up  the  street  with  a walking 
advertisement  of  Arrow  Collars  when  the 
reason  that  he  wasn’t  taking  her  was  the 
trifling  fact  that  he  was  broke.  That 
makes  a fellow  sore  at  best,  but  to  have 
him  come  round  the  next  day  blowing 
about  it  is  more  than  most  of  us  can 
stand.  Well,  Bud  had  a fling  at  every 
fellow’s  girl  in  the  bunch  and  we  were 
all  ready  to  fight.  No  one  ever  had  nerve 
to  say  anything,  but  we  were  all  laying 
for  him. 

The  night  that  the  climax  came  was 
when  the  Pittston  Five  played  our  school 
in  basketball.  It  was  after  the  Xmas  va- 
cation and  we  fellows  had  all  spent  our 
month’s  allowance  on  our  girls  and  were 
pretty  low  in  funds.  Bud  had  an  allow- 


ance that  made  him  look  like  John 
Rockefeller  beside  the  rest  of  us. 

Rick  Sherman  and  I went  early  to  the 
game  to  watch  the  teams  practice  and 
we  were  clear  up  in  the  front  row  where 
we  could  see  all  the  dates  come  in. 
About  time  for  the  game  to.  start,  Rick 
gave  me  an  awful  poke  in  the  ribs,  and 
said,  “Ted,  look  who  came  with  Dot  and 
Jane.”  Now  Dot  happened  to  be  my 
girl  and  Jane  was  Rick’s  latest  crush. 

1 didn’t  need  to  look.  When  any  of  us 
heard  those  words,  there  could  be  but 
one  answer.  It  was  Bud. 

Pittston  lost  that  night,  but  it  was  not 
because  Rick  and  1 helped  cheer  our 
team  to  victory.  We  were  plotting  our 
revenge  on  Bud. 

I had  a cousin  who  was  just  our  age 
and  was  one  beauty.  She  had  been 
promising  all  winter  to  come  over  to 
visit  my  sister  Kate.  As  soon  as  I got 
home  that  night,  I faked  up  a letter  say- 
ing she  would  be  over  for  the  annual 
George  Washington  party  our  school 
gave.  “Now,  Kate  be  sure  and  get  me 
the  best  looking  fellow  in  the  school,” 
was  the  way  I finished  it.  I just  had  to 
show  it  to  Bud  the  next  day  and  I knew 
he’d  bite.  And  so  he  did.  Although  the 
party  was  weeks  away,  he  kept  mention- 
ing it  every  time  he  saw  me.  “The  best 
looking  fellow  in  the  class.”  And  I had 
picked  him!  Bud’s  pride  had  been 
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touched.  We  noticed  he  kept  saving 
part  of  every  week’s  allowance,  and  his 
attitude  to  the  other  fellows  was  even 
condescending. 

At  last  the  eventful  night  came.  Rick 
Sherman  s mother  had  made  him  a Mar- 
tha Washington  costume  and  we  had 
rented  a wig.  Now  Rick  was  the  one 
boy  in  our  school  who  came  near  being 
the  size  of  my  cousin.  His  round  face 
and  straight  white  teeth,  his  ruddy  com- 
plexion and  sparkling  eyes  fitted  in  well 
with  the  white  wig  and  fitted  bodice. 
But  there  was  one  point  that  proved  a 
Jonah!  It  was  Rick’s  feet.  I parted 
with  part  of  my  week’s  allowance  to  buy 
the  cook  into  lending  us  her  second  best 
pumps. 

Bud  called  for  my  cousin  just  before 
1 went  for  my  girl,  and  if  I ever  had  a 
time  to  keep  from  laughing,  it  was  then. 
Bud  was  more  than  slicked  up.  He  had 
bought  a new  George  Washington  suit 
for  the  occasion,  and  had  called  for  her 
in  his  ■ father’s  new  car,  a cozy  little 
coupe. 

It  had  been  pre-arranged  that  every 
fellow  should  tell  his  girl  about  the  joke, 
thus  avoiding  any  mishap  which  might 
otherwise  occur.  So  every  one  knew  the 
trick.  The  dance  was  well  under  way 
and  every  one  was  anxiously  waiting  for 
the  two  to  come. 

Rick,  alias  cousin  Sue,  carried  an  old- 
fashioned  boquet,  Bud’s  final  splurge 
towards  his  new  found  victim.  The  way 
Rick  was  holding  on  to  Bud  and  talk- 
ing to  him,  one  could  tell  that  Rick  was 
getting  away  with  it  and  that  Bud  had 
been  completely  captured.  The  fellows 
all  gathered  around  the  pair  and  the  pro- 
gram was  filled  in  a few  minutes.  Bud 
was  lamenting  the  fact  that  he  had  come 


out  of  the  scrimmage  with  exactly  two 
dances.  As  Rick  hadn’t  spent  any  too 
much  time  being  led  around  our  back 
parlor  so  he  could  dance  a little  like  a 
girl,  we  had  planned  to  keep  Bud  from 
getting  many  dances  with  him. 

At  eleven  we  unmasked  and  to  our 
great  surprise  Bud  was  none  the  wiser 
yet.  Our  transformation  of  Rick  had 
been  even  better  than  we  had  hoped  for. 

He  took  Bud  back  to  our  house  in  joy- 
ous delight. 

But  we  fellows  had  our  innings  the 
next  day.  Six  of  us  stayed  up  half  the 
night,  while  Rick  told  us  all  the  things 
that  Bud  had  said  about  him.  i 

Bud  had  made  a date  for  the  next 
night  and  when  he  came  he  found  us  fel- 
lows all  in  the  room  as  if  we  too  had 
come  to  call  on  cousin  Sue. 

Bud  was  greatly  fussed,  and  as  he  laid 
a large  box  of  candy  on  the  table  Rick 
said:  “Bud,  why  don’t  you  say  the 

nice  things  to  me  you  said  last  night.” 

I wasn’t  talking  to  you  last  night.  You 
were  so  jealous  of  me  for  getting  the 
best  looking  girl  that  you  didn’t  even 
snow  up.  If  I’d  been  home  last  summer 
she  wouldn’t  have  wasted  all  her  time 
running  around  with  you.  She  told  me  i 

so  last  night.  We’ll  ask  her  when  she 
comes  in.  Ted  wanted  a classy  fellow 
for  his  cousin  last  night  for  the  school’s 
big  affair,  so  he  picked  me.” 

Yes,  said  Rick,  “Ted  did  pick  a 
classy  pippin,  but  I happened  to  be  that 
pippin.”  And  Rick  could  readily  laugh, 
for  didn  t he  still  have  a much  withered 
rose  in  his  strong  box  at  home  that  had 
been  Sue’s  parting  promise  that  Rick 
would  be  the  one  to  take  her  around  the 
next  time  she  came  to  visit  in  Craigsville. 
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THE  HILL 

Ruth  McCrea 


As  the  warm  afternoon  sun  shone 
through  the  trees,  and  between  the  shad- 
ows turned  the  lake  to  gleaming  silver, 
a boy  lay  on  the  warm  earth,  apparently 
asleep. 

The  lad  was,  perhaps,  sixteen,  well 
grown,  and  even  at  ease,  it  could  be  seen  - 
he  had  the  grace  acquired  only  from 
outdoor  life.  His  face  and  fine  hands 
showed  the  artist  and  dreamer.  As  the 
sun  crept  over  his  face,  he  stirred,  and 
with  one  arm  flung  back  his  fair  hair. 
Opening  his  eyes,  they  proved  to  be  as 
dark  as  midnight  skies. 

The  first  thing  that  greeted  his  eyes 
was  the  hill.  As  a child,  he  would  sit 
for  hours  and  weave  great  dreams  about 
people  and  cities  beyond  the  hill.  And 
now  on  the  morrow,  he  was  going  to 
leave  the  valley  and  go  to  the  city  to  be 
educated.  Narrowing  his  eyes,  he  looked 
at  the  sun  for  the  time  and  started  for 
the  cabin.  He  and  his  father  had  called 
this  home  since  the  death  of  his  mother 
ten  years  before. 

He  left  early  the  next  morning  for  the 
city.  His  heart  was  at  the  same  time 
merry  and  sad  for  the  future.  He  was 
sorry  to  leave  his  beloved  valley,  his 
father,  and  his  playmate  Anne. 

His  life  was  at  first  trying.  Although 
brilliant  in  athletics,  he  was  awkward  in 
the  class  room.  But  as  time  went  on,  he 
grew  to  like  study  and  gained  some  merit 
for  his  work.  The  last  year  of  his  course 
there  was  an  art  exhibit  in  the  school 
and  with  his  natural  shrinking  from 
criticism,  he  placed  one  of  his  sketches 
in  it  anonymously.  The  painting  was 
marvelous.  The  judges  all  agreed  upon 
it  and  the  whole  school  buzzed  with 
wonder  as  to  the  identity  of  the  painter. 
At  last  he  was  made  to  acknowledge  it 
as  his.  Every  one  prophesied,  with  prop- 
er study,  a great  future  for  him. 


He  received  his  father’s  permission  to 
study  in  Europe,  and  five  years  passed 
before  he  gained  any  recognition.  But 
success  came.  All  Europe  talked  of  the 
great  painting,  “The  Hill,”  a famous  pic- 
ture hung  in  the  salon  at  Paris.  Many 
receptions  were  given  in  honor  of 
Stephen  Charwin,  and  always  at  these 
receptions,  he  and  Faire  Allan  were 
thrown  together.  Faire  was  the  spoiled 
daughter  of  a diplomat  and  very  mer- 
cenary and  selfish.  She  calculated  well 
and  decided  she  wanted  Stephen  for  her- 
self. 

Then  came  the  war.  Stephen  enlisted 
at  once,  and  in  the  famous  battle  of  the 
Marne,  was  seriously  wounded.  The 
doctors  said  he  could  never  see  again. 
Oh,  the  irony  of  it!  For  days  he  suffer- 
ed, both  physically  and  mentally.  He 
spent  all  of  his  money  trying  to  regain 
his  sight.  If  Steve  was  to  be  poor  and 
blind,  Faire  did  not  want  him  and  broke 
the  engagement. 

At  last  he  returned  home — discourag- 
ed, poor  and  blind.  But  days  of  rest  and 
quiet  improved  his  body,  and  acquaint- 
ance with  his  little  playmate,  Anne 
Stuart,  refreshed  his  mind.  As  time 
went  on  he  came  to  love  this  wonderful 
girl  more  than  he  ever  dreamed  of  lov- 
ing anyone.  But  pride  kept  him  silent. 
He  loved  the  sound  of  her  voice  and 
knew  she  must  be  beautiful.  Oh!  was 
he  always  to  lose  everything  in  the 
world  he  wanted. 

At  last  he  heard  of  a famous  doctor 
who  said  he  could  cure  him.  A very  seri- 
ous operation  was  necessary,  but  strong 
faith,  a sound  body,  and  great  determi- 
nation triumphed.  After  days  of  dark- 
ness he  again  saw  the  light. 

He  came  back  to  the  world  greater 
than  before.  And  now  he  was  free  to 
ask  Anne  to  marry  him.  One  afternoon, 
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as  the  sun  was  sinking  over  the  “Hill,” 
he  and  Anne  climbed  to  the  top,  and 
there  in  all  the  glory  of  the  setting  sun, 


he  asked  her  to  be  his  wife.  As  the  last 
faint  ray  of  the  sun  sank  into  the  sea, 
she  whispered — “Yes.” 


-B.H.S.- 


THE  LAST  GAME 


William  Koerner 


“Fourth  and  eight,”  yelled  the  ref- 
eree as  he  placed  the  ball  on  the  thirty 
yard  line. 

The  time-keeper  then  shouted,  “A  min- 
ute to  play!” 

It  was  now  or  never  for  the  Red  and 
Black  team.  If  they  could  push  the  ball 
over  that  goal  line,  they  would  have 
accomplished  their  greatest  object  in 
life,  which  was  to  defeat  Sartor. 

The  thousands  of  cheering  fans  were 
silent  except  in  one  corner  where  the  Blue 
and  White  student  body  were  entreating 
their  men  to  “fight!  fight!  fight!”  It 
was  plain  to  all  that  the  Ruskin  team  was 
taking  its  last  chance  for  a victory. 

Then  Carl  Bailey,  the  tricky  captain, 
playing  his  last  game  for  Ruskin,  called 
for  “time  out,”  pretending  that  there  was 
something  wrong  with  his  head  guard; 
but  it  was  only  an  excuse  to  enable  the 
quarterback  to  figure  out  a play  by  which 
they  could  cross  the  goal.  As  he  went 
over  to  the  side  lines,  someone  threw  out 
another  headguard;  it  was  an  old-fash- 
ioned one  and  not  as  good  as  the  one  he 
had  discarded,  but  he  had  to  take  it.  As 
he  trotted  back  into  position,  he  was  un- 
consciously thinking  about  the  head- 
guard,  it  somehow  looked  familiar  to 
him,  but  the  quarterback  was  calling  the 
signals  for  the  decisive  play  and  he  was 
to  carry  the  ball.  He,  captain  of  a win- 
ning team,  must  make  the  final  winning 
touchdown. 

The  ball  was  snapped  back,  and  as  he 
started  toward  the  line,  he  caught  the 
ball  and  shoved  it  into  a safer  position, 
there  was  a big  hole  where  the  opposing 
tackle  should  have  been,  and  as  Bailey 
went  through  the  opening,  he  saw  Alcorn, 


the  little  quarter,  dump  the  big  center 
of  the  Blue  and  White  team.  Suddenly 
he  remembered  where  he  had  seen  that 
headguard.  It  was  one  in  the  trophy 
case,  beside  the  cups  and  pictures  of  the 
championship  teams.  It  was  “Scrappy” 
Davis’  headguard,  the  only  man  who  ever 
played  four  years  for  Ruskin,  the  only 
man  who  was  ever  captain  three  times  of 
a Ruskin  team.  And  it  was  mainly 
through  his  wonderful  work  that  Ruskin 
had  won  the  football  championship  for 
four  consecutive  times.  So  wildly  did 
the  Ruskin  men  of  the  middle  nineties 
applaud  this  remarkable  record  of  Davis’, 
that  his  odd-shaped  headguard  was  plac- 
ed in  the  trophy  case  where  it  had  re- 
mained as  a source  of  pride  and  inspira- 
tion to  all  Ruskin  men.  Carl  was  en- 
tranced with  the  thought  that  he  was 
wearing  this  headguard,  and  the  very 
idea  gave  him  push  and  strength  and 
speed.  He  could  not  fail  with  that  won- 
derful omen  of  victory  on  his  head. 
What  did  it  matter  if  two  of  the  best 
tackles  of  the  football  world  were  in 
front  of  him?  He  could  get  past. 

As  the  Sartor  halfback  made  a hard 
and  low  dive  for  the  tackle,  Bailey  cut 
toward  the  side  lines  with  a bewildering 
swerve,  the  halfback’s  hand  barely  touch- 
ing his  ankle,  but  he  could  not  get  a 
strong  enough  grasp.  He  passed  one 
man,  he  could  pass  the  other  easily. 
The  Blue  and  White  quarter  came  run- 
ning toward  him,  confident  that  he,  the 
deadliest  tackle  of  the  country,  could 
stop  this  man  as  he  had  cut  short  many 
another  long  run.  But  alas!  he  did  not 
figure  that  mystic  symbol  of  success  to 
prevent  his  long  clutching  arms  from 
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grasping  the  ankles  of  the  runner.  He 
left  his  feet  in  the  same  manner  as  he 
always  did,  thrusting  out  his  arms  so 
that  the  runner  could  not  swerve  any 
way  to  escape.  But  Carl,  thinking  of 
that  headguard,  gained  new  strength  and 
broke  away  from  his  hold,  just  barely 
keeping  on  his  feet.  In  a few  stumbling 
steps  Carl  had  crossed  that  goal  line  and 
the  game  was  won. 

The  vast  crowd  which  had  been  for 
the  most  part  silent,  now  broke  loose. 
Such  cheering  had  never  before  been 
heard  on  any  football  field.  Mingled 
with  the  din  Carl  heard  a familiar 
voice  mention  his  name.  There  was 
something  unreal  about  the  scene. 

The  voice  was  saying,  “This  will  be 
tough  luck  for  Carl.” 

Then  another  voiced  joined  in.  “It 
will  be  harder  for  the  team,  how  can  we 
Sartor,  be  without  a captain.” 

Carl  suddenly  became  more  attentive 
and  tried  to  see  the  speakers.  What 
was  the  matter?  There  must  be  some 
mistake.  He  had  won  that  game  just 
now.  Now  standing  in  front  of  him  he 
could  see  the  coach  and  his  assistant,  who 
was  booking  at  his  leg,  but  Carl  could 
not  notice  any  pain  there,  he  was  still 
thrilled  over  his  run  for  a touchdown. 

“Didn’t  we  win?”  he  asked  the  coach; 
“What  is  the  matter?” 

The  coach  told  him  he  had  broken  his 
leg.  Then  Carl  remembered.  It  was 
only  practice,  the  last  to  be  held  before 
the  big  game  with  Sartor.  He  then  be- 


came conscious  of  the  pain  in  his  leg  and 
once  more  fainted. 

That  night  in  the  hospital  he  told  the 
coach  of  his  dream,  and  told  them  he 
was  sure  the  team  could  win  if  someone 
would  wear  that  headguard. 

Carl  checked  all  attempts  to  sympa- 
thize with  him  by  saying  that  he  had  had 
enough  glory  in  his  dream  and  that  by 
his  dream  he  had  secured  a way  for  the 
team  to  win. 

On  the  day  of  the  big  game,  the  Sar- 
tor team  succeeded  in  picking  a field 
goal  and  put  their  team  in  the  lead.  Most 
of  the  spectators  thought  that  the  blow 
of  losing  their  captain  had  been  too  much 
for  the  Red  and  Black  team,  and  that 
Ruskin  had  lost  another  opportunity  to 
defeat  their  much-hated  rival,  which 
feat  had  not  been  accomplished  for  the 
last  four  years.  Then  in  the  last  few 
minutes,  Harry  Scott,  playing  in  place  of 
the  captain,  and  wearing  the  sacred 
headguard,  caught  a punt  under  his  own 
goal  post  and  ran  the  length  of  the  field 
for  a victory. 

When  the  next  day  the  game  was  re- 
viewed by  the  critic’s,  they  all  admitted 
that  the  Ruskin  team  played  the  most 
wonderful  game  and  that  it  was  only 
won  through  the  superhuman  efforts  of 
Scott  and  his  team  mates. 

Only  the  team  knew  that  the  efforts 
were  put  forth  in  order  that  their  cap- 
tain’s vision  would  come  true  and  that 
his  team  must  not  lose  his  last  game. 
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HIDDEN  GOLD  (?) 

Paul  L.  Muder 


The  shadows  of  the  pines  were  slowly 
climbing  up  a hill  on  the  eastern  side  of 
a valley  in  the  Allegheny  mountains. 
Evening  already  reigned  in  the  lower 
regions  where  Charlotteville  lay;  but  the 
light  of  the  November  day  still  lingered 
upon  the  heights  as  if  loathe  to  depart. 
From  each  cottage  below  a spiral  of 
thin,  blue  smoke  crept  drowsily  heaven- 
ward through  the  crisp  autumn  air  sig- 
nifying that  the  evening  meal  was  in  the 
course  of  preparation. 

The  little  town  was  hemmed  in  on 
either  side  by  dense  growths  of  pine  save 
here  and  there  where  the  axes  of  the 
lumbermen  had  laid  some  of  the  mon- 
archs  of  the  forest  low.  A few  of  these 
giants  were  now  lying  in  the  log-yard 
. by  the  little  siding  of  the  railroad  which 
ran  through  this  lumbering  town.  The 
Sabbath  stillness  was  unbroken  save  for 
the  babbling  of  a not  large  but  very  am- 
bitious creek  which  was  but  faintly  heard 
on  the  hillside  above,  and  now  and  then 
the  bark  of  a dog  which  echoed  and  re- 
echoed from  hill  to  hill  and  finally  died 
in  the  freer  air  above.  A distant 
rumbling  was  heard  and  grew  continu- 
ally louder  until  a whistle  announced  the 
approach  of  the  evening  train.  Having 
discharged  its  lone  passenger,  who  hur- 
riedly found  his  way  to  Mr.  Jackson’s 
boarding  house,  after  having  received 
directions  from  Dick  Donaldson,  the 
station  agent,  it  creakingly  departed 
for  the  next  town,  or  rather  city  of 
Stueben,  some  ten  miles  distant,  leaving 
no  reminder  of  its  presence,  but  a long 
streamer  of  black,  sooty,  foul-smelling 
smoke. 

Thanksgiving  was  but  some  few  days 
away.  John  Harrison  was  not  thinking 
of  that,  however,  as  he  wended  his  way 
homeward,  although  no  one  could  truth- 
fully say  that  John  was  any  less  fond  of 


turkey,  pumpkin  pie,  cranberry  sauce, 
and  a vacation,  (for  he  was  attending 
high  school  in  the  above  named  city  of 
Stueben)  than  any  normal  fellow.  He, 
in  fact,  was  never  short  on  the  “eats.” 
Just  now  his  mind  was  busily  occupied 
by  a far  different  subject,  as  he  was 
walking  slowly  through  the  woods  far 
up  on  the  hillside  after  his  usual  Sunday 
afternoon  stroll.  A rabbit  frightened  at 
his  approach,  scampered  away  through 
the  woods  unnoticed.  On  ordinary  oc- 
casions he  was  alert  to  all  sylvan  sur- 
roundings, but  now  he  seemed  heedless 
of  everything.  Now  a Senior  in  school, 
he  would  graduate  with  the  class  in  the 
following  January.  And  what  of  that? 
He  had  ambition,  plenty  of  it,  and  he, 
the  only  child  of  a poor  farmer,  who 
lived  in  the  valley  a quarter  of  a mile 
from  the  village,  had  even  dreamed  of 
college.  Not  an  ordinary  college  either, 
but  Princeton,  one  of  the  best.  Money 
was  necessary  in  order  to  go,  and  he  had 
nothing  but  a perfect  physique,  hardened 
by  long  days  of  toil  on  his  father’s  farm 
to  offer.  “That  is  all  that  is  needed,”  he 
often  told  himself,  but  as  often,  he 
doubted  the  truth  as  soon  as  the  words 
were  uttered.  He  was  sure  of  passing 
the  entrance  examinations  as  his 
scholarship  was  high;  but  earning  the  re- 
quired six  hundred  or  more  dollars  dur- 
ing the  seven  months  after  graduation 
until  college  opened  was  surely  a differ- 
ent proposition,  an  especially  difficult 
problem  during  the  unsettled  labor  con- 
ditions which  followed  the  war.  With 
mind  thus  occupied,  he  trudged  eagerly 
down  the  hill  toward  home  and  the  sup- 
per and  chores  which  he  knew  awaited 
him.  Nature  was  reminding  him  of  his 
natural  failing.  He  had  just  awoke  to 
the  fact  that  he  was  ravenously  hungry. 
Accustomed  to  traveling  in  the  woods 
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as  he  was,  he  dared  be  careless  of  his 
footing.  As  a result,  an  innocent  looking 
rock  displayed  it’s  power  to  detain  un- 
heedful feet,  and  he  soon  found  himself 
lying  full  length  upon  the  forest  floor 
among  some  bushes.  After  regaining  his 
feet,  being  unharmed,  he  examined  the 
cause  of  his  thus  sudden  downfall,  not 
attributing  it  to  his  own  carelessness. 
His  curiosity  was  immediately  aroused 
by  two  peculiar  things.  One  was  that 
his  foot  had  overturned  a flat  rock  which 
seemed  to  have  covered  a small  cavity  in 
another  of  the  same  kind,  but  larger. 
The  other  was  the  peculiar  reddish  color 
of  this  and  a number  of  other  rocks  sur- 
rounding it.  They  reminded  him  of  a 
specimen  of  iron  ore — a reddish  sub- 
stance called  hematite — which  his  in- 
structor in  chemistry  had  shown  to  the 
class.  He  stuck  a piece  of  this  rock  hur- 
riedly into  his  trouser’s  pocket  and  con- 
tinued his  investigation  of  the  one  par- 
ticular rock.  He  found  the  piece  dis- 
lodged by  his  foot,  a perfect  fit  in  the 
rock  cavity.  While  doing  this,  in  the 
gathering  gloom  he  espied  a paper  in  the 
hole  hitherto  not  seen.  With  heart  beat- 
ing high,  he  unfolded  its  folds,  now  yel- 
low with  age.  In  vain  he  tried  to  read  the 
antique  writing.  Darkness  was  now  fall- 
ing fast  in  the  woods.  A large  moon, 
almost  full,  was  just  showing  her  wrink- 
led face  over  the  pines  in  the  east  as  he 
emerged  from  the  woods  and  hastily  re- 
traced his  footsteps  along  the  well-beaten 
path  leading  home. 

Thinking  that  the  chores  would  yet  be 
to  finish,  instead  of  first  going  to  the 
house  he  took  a short-cut  through  the 
orchard  to  the  bam  where  he  nearly  col- 
lided with  his  father,  a middle  aged  and 
friendly  man,  carrying  a pail  of  milk  in 
each  hand,  as  he  was  turning  the  corner 
of  the  barn. 

“Where  have  you  been  so  long,  you 
young  Indian?”  he  inquired.  “You  are 
so  fond  of  the  woods  I had  begun  to 
think  that  you  were  staying  in  them  to- 
night.” 


Breathless  with  haste  and  the  seeming 
importance  of  what  he  had  to  say,  John 
began  to  tell  of  the  cause  of  his  delay. 
His  father  soon  was  as  greatly  interested 
as  he.  He  confirmed  his  story  by  show- 
ing the  paper  which  he  had  found. 

After  the  milk  had  been  strained  and 
the  coal  and  kindling  brought  in,  he 
again  recited  his  adventures  of  the  after- 
noon between  bites  of  the  bountiful  sup- 
per that  his  mother  had  prepared,  being 
well  informed  concerning  the  appetite 
which  her  son  generally  aroused  during 
his  frequent  rambles.  She  showed  as 
much  interest  as  his  father.  John  was 
unable  to  understand  this.  Why  should 
it  so  interest  them?  He  delayed  the  de- 
cipherment of  the  writing  on  the  paper 
until  after  the  meal  as  he  saw  that  the 
writing  was  dim  and  hard  to  read. 

The  meal  finished,  the  supper  dishes 
were  pushed  back  and  father,  mother  and 
son  gathered  around  the  table.  After 
some  thirty  minutes  of  enthusiastic  labor, 
they  were  rewarded  by  having  deciphered 
the  following:  “N  30  deg.  E five  paces 

from  foot  of  the  large  oak  by  the  path 
which  crosses  the  creek.  N ten  paces 
where  you  look  X 5 deg.  W through  the 
fork  of  a red  maple  sapling.  Dig  at  the 
spot  you  see  through  the  fork  on  the  side 
of  the  hill.” 

After  having  finished  this,  the  family 
drew  their  chairs  up  around  the  grate. 

“John,”  began  his  father,  “There  is  one 
thing  which  I have  neglected  to  tell  you 
concerning  your  ancestors.  Before  this 
village  was  built,  or  anyone  had  thought 
of  living  here,  this  farm,  and  all  this  ad- 
joining country  was  owned  by  your  great 
grandfather.  Indian  savages  yet  roamed 
through  these  forests.  But  my  grand- 
father was  fearless  and  built  a little  log 
cabin  home  on  the  side  of  yonder  hill, 
the  remains  of  which  can  yet  be  seen  if 
one  digs  in  the  mound  where  it  once 
stood.  The  ashes  of  its  once  strong 
walls  are  yet  there.  Xo  one  cared  to  live 
in  it,  and  about  twenty  years  ago  some 
tramps  must  have  set  it  on  fire.  One 
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night  I awoke  and  seeing  more  light  than 
usual,  I looked  to  see  from  where  it 
came  and  saw  the  old  house  in  flames.” 

“Now,  to  get  back  to  our  story.  Late 
one  autumn  afternoon  my  grandfather 
saw  some  Indians  skulking  in  the  forest. 
He  and  my  grandmother  with  my 
father,  who  was  then  only  about 
three  years  of  age,  stole  away  under 
cover  of  darkness,  fearing  an  Indian  at- 
tack, not  out  of  fear  for  himself,  but  for 
his  wife  and  child. 

“It  was  very  dark  in  the  forest  and 
they  lost  their  way.  A cold  drizzling 
rain  began  to  fall  but  soon  turned  to  a 
downpour  which  made  itself  felt  in  the 
forest.  They  were  fortunate  enough  to 
find  a hollow  log  which  was  sufficiently 
large  to  protect  the  child,  but  they  had 
to  brave  the  weather.  When  morning 
came,  they  found  a settlement;  but  the 
night  in  the  cold,  wet  woods  had  been  too 
much  for  them.  They  both  died  of 
pneumonia  caused  by  this  exposure. 
The  child,  thanks  to  his  being  protected, 
was  unharmed  and  lived,  although  an 
orphan.  He  was  cared  for  at  the  settle- 
ment where  he  was  left  until  old  enough 
to  shift  for  himself.  The  story  of  their 
flight  was  also  told  by  these  kind  people, 
to  whom  your  great  grandfather  told  it. 

“When  a man,  my  father  found  out 
from  someone,  about  the  possessions  that 
his  father  was  known  to  have.  The  old 
home  was  searched,  but  no  trace  of 
money  or  deed  could  be  found.  It  is  be- 
lieved that  my  grandfather  died  thus  un- 
expectedly and  did  not  have  time  to 
make  the  arrangements  that  he  had  hop- 
ed to  make.  He  hardly  expected  to  die 
of  the  pneumonia  and  so  did  not  wish 
to  confide  his  secrets  to  the  almost 
strangers  at  the  settlement.  He  died 
very  suddenly.  I’m  hoping  that  you 
have  stumbled  on  a clue  to  the  mystery.” 

“I’ll  get  George  Ross  to  come  and  stay 
over  Sunday  next  week-end,  and  we’ll 
have  a fine  exploring  expedition  Satur- 
day,” said  John. 

His  father  consented,  and  as  it  was 


growing  late,  he  bade  “good  night”  to  his 
parents  and  went  upstairs  to  bed. 

There  was  little  sleep  for  him  that 
night.  He  found  pots  of  gold  and  was  so 
closely  followed  by  Indians  that  he  jump- 
ed over  a precipice  and  awoke  to  find 
him — 

That  day  he  and  his  chum  George 
made  various  plans  for  the  coming  Sat- 
urday and  during  the  following  brief 
days  lived  what  seemed  to  them  months. 

Saturday  found  them  awake  at  the 
break  of  day,  armed  with  nothing  more 
dangerous  than  two  picks,  a shovel  and 
a compass.  Finding  the  oak  was  no  very 
difficult  proposition.  The  path  spoken 
of  had  now  became  a road,  and  a bridge 
was  built  where  it  crossed  the  creek. 
John  led  the  way  to  the  spot.  The 
woods  ’round  about  were  like  the  pages 
of  an  interesting  book  to  him.  Holding 
the  compass  at  his  waist  so  as  to  tell  the 
direction  more  accurately,  George  paced 
off  the  number  of  paces  mentioned,  but 
in  the  direction  named,  no  maple  tree 
could  be  found.  In  fact,  no  tree,  maple 
or  otherwise,  was  to  be  found  at  the  spot 
named.  Then,  all  of  a sudden  George 
began  to  laugh. 

“What’s  so  funny?”  exclaimed  his  com- 
panion. “It’s  bad  enough  without  mak- 
ing light  of  it!” 

“Oh,”  answered  his  chum,  “I  just  re- 
membered something.  You  know  how  a 
knife  or  any  kind  of  steel  deflects  a com- 
pass needle.  I forgot  about  having  my 
knife  in  my  pocket.” 

The  hindrance  was  removed  but  an- 
other problem  presented  itself.  The 
above  named  tree  had  grown  to  be  many 
feet  in  height.  A giant  could  hardly 
have  looked  through  the  fork  at  the  hill 
and  it  would  have  profited  him  nothing 
if  he  could.  The  two  chums  soon  solved 
this  however. 

“Probably  the  fork  was  then  about  the 
height  of  a man’s  face,”  said  John.  “Let’s 
take  that  for  granted  and  measure  off 
that  height  on  the  boll  of  the  tree  and 
use  that  mark  instead  of  the  fork.  We 
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can  dig  around  quite  a way  so  as  not  to 
miss  anything  that  may  be  buried  there.” 

No  sooner  said  than  done,  and  the  boys 
were  busily  engaged  in  digging  in  a very 
short  time.  Fifteen  minutes  slipped 
silently  by  and  no  sign  of  anything.  Ten 
more.  Sweat  began  to  roll  from  the 
boys,  although  the  air  was  crisp.  Two 
more.  Harder  and  faster  flew  the  picks. 
Three  more.  John’s  pick  struck  some- 
thing. Some  five  minutes  more  passed 
before  a cedar  chest  was  unearthed.  It 
appeared  strong  after  its  long  burial,  but 
had  begun  to  show  signs  of  decay.  The 
copper  lock  and  hinges  were  green  with 
age.  John  was  on  the  point  of  caving 
in  the  lid  with  a pick  when  George  stop- 
ped him. 

“Hey  you!”  he  exclaimed,  “There’s 
nothing  in  there  that’s  going  to  run  away 
while  we  carry  it  to  your  house,  and  the 
thing  may  fall  to  pieces  if  we  monkey 
with  it  here.  Then  we’d  have  a fine  time 
gathering  up  whatever  is  in  it  and  maybe 
lose  something  anyway.  Why  not  carry 
it  to  your  house  and  open  it  there?” 

“You’re  right,”  answered  John. “I  guess 
I’m  a little  excited,  that’s  all.” 

Having  picked  up  the  picks  and  shovel, 
George  carrying  the  latter,  each  took 
hold  of  an  end  of  the  chest  which  was 
not  heavy,  not  daring  to  carry  it  by  the 
copper  handles. 

Arriving  at  the  farm  house,  John’s 
father  and  mother  assisted  with  the  un- 
screwing of  the  hinges  to  get  to  the  con- 
tents, the  lock  being  screwed  on  inside. 
At  last  the  lid  was  off.  Had  they  ex- 
pected the  sight  of  gold  to  meet  their 
eyes,  they  were  disappointed.  Had  the 
boys  been  less  excited,  they  would  have 
known  better  because  of  the  weight  of 
the  chest.  If  they  hoped  to  see  the  green 
of  bills,  they  were  likewise  doomed  to 
have  their  hopes  unfulfilled. 

On  the  top  lay  a Bible.  As  they  turn- 
ed its  pages,  they  found  the  part  in 
which  was  recorded  the  family  history 
such  as  deaths,  births,  marriages,  etc., 
which  was  the  custom  in  those  early  days. 
There  were  some  other  books.  One  of 


them  contained  a collection  of  sermons 
by  Jonathan  Edwards.  The  others  were 
not  worthy  of  note  here  except  for  one 
which  was  the  one  of  greatest  import- 
ance. This  was  a diary,  the  last  page  of 
which  was  dated  November  20,  1781. 
The  writing  under  this  date  told  of  the 
father’s  fears  of  an  Indian  raid;  of  his 
hopes  for  his  son;  of  his  secret  hiding 
place  for  notes  in  a rock,  in  case  he 
should  leave  suddenly;  of  the  loss  of  his 
money  in  a bank  failure.  But  it  also 
told  of  the  land  that  he  was  leaving  to 
his  son  and  of  the  deed  he  was  placing 
in  that  very  chest  and  his  hopes  that  his 
son  might  find  it  in  due  time  if  he  should 
die  suddenly,  and  how  he  expected  to 
bury  this  same  chest  and  leave  directions 
for  finding  it  if  he  would  suddenly  have 
to  leave.  Less  than  a week  ago  John 
had  found  the  note  which  should  have 
been  read  some  hundred  years  or  more 
before. 

Sure  enough  the  deed  was  there.  John’s 
mother’s  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  she  be- 
held it,  and  his  father’s  hands  were  none 
too  steady  as  he  read  it. 

“He  must  have  buried  this  a few  days 
before  leaving,  but  expecting  to  leave 
soon,”  said  Mr.  Harrison,  breaking  the 
silence.  “After  all  the  years  of  hard 
labor  which  my  father  endured  to  earn 
this  farm,  which  was  rightfully  his,  had 
he  not  been  cheated  out  of  it,  now  were 
he  alive,  not  only  this  but  this  whole 
hillside  would  be  his.” 

John  now  knew  that  his  father  and 
mother  owned  the  forest  of  which  he 
thought  so  much,  and  he  also  knew  that 
his  dreams  of  Princeton  might  material- 
ize in  the  near  future. 

While  out  walking  with  George  the 
next  afternoon,  he  remarked:  “I’m  sor- 

ry old  scout,  that  you  can’t  strike  it 
rich  somewhere  and  go  to  college  with 
me.” 

“I  want  to  bad  enough,”  answered  his 
chum,  “But  I can  hardly  hope  to. 
Father  has  to  work  hard  at  the  mill  for 
the  little  he  gets  out  of  it.  He  can’t 
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afford  any  extra  expense.  I guess  I’ll 
have  to  go  to  work.” 

John  just  then  found  the  long-forgot- 
ten piece  of  rock  in  his  pocket  and  show- 
ed it  to  George.  They  decided  to  take 
it  to  school  the  next  day  and  show  it 
to  their  chemistry  teacher,  Mr.  Stauffer. 

While  waiting  outside  the  railroad  sta- 
tion the  next  morning  for  the  train  which 
was  to  carry  them  to  Stueben  and  school, 
John  having  stuck  his  hand  in  his  pocket 
soon  brought  to  light  the  piece  of  red 
rock.  As  they  were  admiring  it,  a 
stranger  who  was  standing  on  the  plat- 
form near  them  showed  much  interest 
in  it  also. 

“Where  did  you  find  that,  and  is  there 
much  more?”  he  asked. 

John  told  him. 

“I’m  Mr.  Collen;  a company  has  been 
formed  for  the  purpose  of  getting  the 
iron  ore  and  consequently  the  iron,  that 
is  known  to  be  in  this  district.  I came 
here  a little  over  a week  ago  to  locate 
the  same,  but  have  been  unsuccessful. 
It  will  be  well  worth  your  while  to  show 
me  the  location  of  this  and  to  help  me 
find  the  owner  of  the  ground  where  it  is 
found.” 


All  this  was  speedily  arranged  for  and 
within  a very  short  time  a mine  was  op- 
ened. After  all  John  did  not  have  to  de- 
pend upon  his  father  for  a college  edu- 
cation. Both  he  and  his  chum  were  en- 
abled to  get  positions  at  the  mine  dur- 
ing vacations,  and  both  as  a consequence 
were  enabled  to  go  to  the  same  univer- 
sity they  had  hoped  to  attend. 

On  a desk  in  a lawyer’s  office  in  New 
York  City  lies  a small  red  stone.  On 
close  examination  it  is  found  to  be  iron 
ore  hematite.  Should  one  on  seeing  it, 
become  inquisitive  and  ask  concerning  it, 
the  owner  of  the  office  answers  with  a 
smile: 

“Oh,  that  is  a piece  of  a rock  that 
started  me  on  the  headlong  rush  to  suc- 
cess by  helping  me  get  an  education.” 

On  the  door  of  the  office  is  printed  in 
bold  letters: 

JOHN  HARRISON 
ATTORNEY  AT  LAW 
PRIVATE  OFFICE 

Maybe  at  sight  of  the  rock  he  has 
visions  of  his  own:  a pine  forest;  the 
wrinkled  face  of  the  moon;  and  doubt- 
less aq  aged  cedar  chest. 
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TWO  SISTERS 

Helen  Borland 


Two  sisters,  Sylvia  and  Lucretia,  sat 
in  the  library  of  their  comfortably  fur- 
nished home  in  far  away  Armenia.  Sur- 
rounded by  all  the  luxuries  that  a 
wealthy  merchant  could  bestow  upon  his 
beloved  daughters,  they  merrily  chatted 
of  the  future,  college  days,  and  travels. 

But  hark!  all  is  changed,  the  signal  cry 
of  distress  shrills  through  the  air,  the 
little  city  that  nestled  so  peacefully 
along  the  valley  is  suddenly  aroused  by 
the  cry  — "They  come!  They  come! 
The  Turks!  They  are  upon  us!”  And 
before  daybreak  the  entire  city  was  in 
ruins  and  the  inhabitants  fleeing  for 
refuge  to  the  mountains.  The  rich  and 
the  poor,  the  peasant  and  the  merchant, 
the  weak  and  the  strong,  all  are  strug- 
gling along  the  dreary  way,  without 
scrip  or  purse.  Many  know  not  where 
they  are  going  but  follow  others  hoping 
to  be  led  to  a place  of  safety.  Many 
fathers  and  mothers  met  death  in  at- 
tempting to  save  their  homes  and  fam- 
ilies. 

Sylvia  and  Lucretia,  knowing  that 
father  and  mother  and  home  were  gone, 
pledged  to  cling  to  each  other;  but  with 
weariness  and  darkness  upon  them,  and 
confusion  and  distress  surrounding  them, 
they  became  separated  in  the  night. 
Thus  the  two  sisters  parted,  each  drag- 
ging along  stony  mountain  paths,  lead- 
ing in  opposite  directions.  Footsore  and 
starving,  each  sister’s  heart  aching  for 
the  other,  the  days,  the  months  wore  on 
with  death  all  the  while  thinning  their 
ranks.  Sylvia,  and  a few  other  surviv- 
ors, having  reached  the  borders  of  safety, 
were  taken  in  and  cared  for  in  a little 
mountain  home.  In  the  meanwhile, 
Lucretia  had  been  picked  up  by  the  fam- 


ily of  an  American  tourist,  a young  min- 
ister and  his  wife,  of  Chicago.  Attract- 
ed by  her  saddened  but  sweet  face  and 
her  kindly  ways,  they  brought  her  to 
America  with  them  and  she  was  given  the 
place  of  a daughter. 

As  the  months  and  years  passed  by, 
Lucretia  longed  more  and  more  for  news 
from  Sylvia,  but  no  clue  could  be  traced 
as  to  her  fate.  Beloved  by  her  foster- 
parents,  she  entered  college  and  was  grad- 
uated. She  begged  that  they  consent  to 
her  returning  to  Armenia  to  help  those 
that  needed  help,  to  minister  to  those 
who  had  passed  through  the  terrible  rav- 
ages of  the  cruel  Turks. 

A few  months  later  she  bade  farewell 
to  those  who  had  grown  very  dear  to  her 
in  America,  and  was  on  her  way  across 
the  sea  to  the  scene  of  her  girlhood. 
However  busy  or  interested  she  became 
in  her  work  of  love,  there  was  always  the 
consciousness  in  her  heart  of  a lost  sister, 
a consciousness  of  a hope  ever  swelling 
within  her  soul.  One  summer,  in  com- 
pany with  other  workers,  she  spent  a 
week  in  Northern  Armenia.  At  dusk 
one  warm  evening,  they  stopped  at  the 
gate  of  a little  farm  house.  Two  little 
girls  played  by  the  pathway.  Something 
in  the  faces  of  the  children,  as  she  paus- 
ed with  them  in  their  play,  told  Lucretia 
that  the  beloved  Sylvia  still  lived. 
Something  told  the  little  mother  within 
the  cottage  as  she  glanced  out  the  door- 
way that  Lucretia  had  come. 

Though  the  years  had  threaded  the 
dark  brown  hair  with  silver,  they  had  not 
destroyed  the  smiling  face  of  either,  by 
which  each  recognized  the  other,  as  the 
lost  sister. 


THE  GODDESS  OF  MARS 

H.  Creston  Doner 


One  cold,  dark,  winter’s  evening,  while 
studying  the  heavens  through  a telescope 
in  my  observatory,  the  sky  being  ex- 
ceedingly clear  on  account  of  the  cold, 
dry,  and  seemingly  dustless  atmosphere; 
my  attention  was  drawn  to  a new  star, 
or  at  least  a star  that  had  changed  it’s 
position  in  the  last  few  nights.  While 
still  viewing  this  new  star,  it  seemed  to 
be  progressing  on  a definite  path  across 
the  field  of  the  telescope,  otherwise  than 
that  motion  caused  by  the  movement  of 
the  earth  upon  its  axis.  This  motion 
was  characteristic  only  of  such  heavenly 
bodies  as  the  planets,  besides  the  object 
was  too  small  and  brilliant  to  be  classi- 
fied as  a planet.  I followed  the  progress 
of  this  small  heavenly  body  throughout 
the  entire  night,  until  it  faded  with  the 
light  of  breaking  day. 

On  the  following  evening,  after  several 
unsuccessful  attempts,  I again  located 
this  mysterious,  yet  highly  interesting 
object.  This  time  it  appeared  larger  and 
more  distinct,  but  still  progressed  across 
the  field  of  the  telescope  with  approxi- 
mately the  same  rate  of  speed.  Toward 
midnight,  the  sky  became  clouded  and 
showed  signs  of  having  an  unlimited 
period  of  unsettled  weather.  It  was  not 
until  thirty  days  later  that  the  sky  was 
clear  to  any  appreciable  degree;  and,  on 
that  evening,  to  my  great  -surprise,  I 
was  able  to  locate  this  object  with  the 
naked  eye,  and  I also  viewed  through  the 
telescope.  It  displayed  no  other  charac- 
teristics than  that  of  an  illuminant  globe. 
During  the  next  ten  days  its  progress  to- 
gether with  its  increased  size  and  bril- 
liancy, had  stirred  up  a considerable 
amount  of  comment  in  scientific  circles, 
which  finally  eked  out  into  some  of  the 
daily  papers.  In  a few  days  the  story 
was  taken  up  by  the  associated  press,  and 
people  all  over  the  world  watched  this 


mysterious  thing  with  wonder,  awe,  and 
fear,  some  taking  it  to  indicate  the 
coming  of  the  day  of  judgment,  others 
took  it  as  an  illusion;  but,  as  to  myself, 
it  still  remained  as  mysterious  as  it  had 
upon  the  day  if  was  discovered.  In  the 
best  telescopes  of  the  day,  it  appeared  to 
be  a brilliant,  round  ball,  resembling 
somewhat  a ball  of  iron,  heated  to  a 
white  heat. 

After  several  days  of  close  observation 
and  accurate  calculation,  I came  to  the 
conclusion  that  it  would  land  upon  the 
earth  ten  days  from  date  and  somewhere 
in  that  section  of  the  country  between 
Bahia  in  Brazil  on  the  eastern  coast,  and 
America.  After  notifying  my  servants 
that  I would  be  away  for  an  indefinite 
period,  I left  for  Lima,  Peru,  in  my 
speed  plane  and  arrived  there  about  mid- 
night and  settled  down  to  await  the  com- 
ing of  this  mysterious  harbinger  of  the 
heavens. 

On  the  day  before  the  arrival,  every- 
thing appeared  to  be  working  out  to 
perfection,  but,  on  the  following  day, 
when  the  object  had  approached  to 
within  ten  miles  of  the  earth,  it  shifted 
its  course  and  started  due  north.  Hav- 
ing my  speed  plane  ready,  I followed  the 
mysterious  intruder  until  it  had  reached 
New  York  City,  where  it  descended. 
The  object  landed  about  ten  miles  up  the 
river  from  New  York,  in  an  open  area 
of  one  of  the  country  clubs.  I landed 
about  a thousand  feet  from  the  object, 
so  that  there  would  be  no  chance  of  get- 
ting caught  up  unawares,  if  such  might 
be  the  case.  1 alighted  from  my  plane 
and  advanced  to  within  five  hundred  feet 
of  the  object,  and  there  watched  the  pro- 
ceedings through  my  binoculars.  Pres- 
ently toward  the  under  side  of  the  ob- 
ject, a section  dropped  out  and  a beauti- 
ful lady  alighted,  clothed  in  a robe  of 
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jewels,  that  blended  into  colors,  still  to 
be  perfected  by  the  scientists  of  the 
Earth. 

Waiting  for  more  than  ten  minutes  to 
see  if  any  one  else  would  also  alight,  I 
advanced  timidly  toward  this  beautiful 
creature,  whom  I knew  was  watching 
each  and  every  move  I made.  When 
within  speaking  distance  of  her,  I again 
stopped  to  gaze  in  awe  and  admiration 
on  this"  celestial  being.  Her  robe  of 
jewels  at  one  moment  blazed  out  in 
crimson  red,  at  the  next  moment  in  bril- 
liant emerald  green,  and  at  every  twitch 
of  her  body,  the  jewels  flared  out  in  rich 
colors,  that  surpassed  in  variety  the  col- 
ors found  in  the  astronomer’s  telescope. 
She  was  undoubtedly  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  ladies  of  her  land,— a snow 
white  complexion,  golden  hair  which  re- 
sembled so  many  threads  of  fine  gold, 
and  brilliant  blue  eyes  with  the  blueness 
of  a mountain  lake.  While  standing 
there  debating  as  to  what  language  or 
actions  by  which  I could  communicate 
with  her,  she  addressed  me  in  a faint 
high  pitched  voice,  saying,  “How  do  you 
do,  my  friend?’’  At  these  words,  I stood 
there  as  one  paralyzed,  while  any  reply 
which  1 was  able  to  make,  froze  upon 
my  lips.  Everything  went  black  and 
when  I came  to,  I was  looking  into  the 
face  of  an  old  man  who  had  been  admin- 
istering aid  to  me,  and  my  head  was  sup- 
ported in  the  arms  of  the  beautiful  God- 
dess. 

By  this  time,  great  crowds  of  inquisi- 
tive persons  were  swarming  upon  the 
spot,  having  gotten  there  by  the  quickest 
means  available.  They  were  fingering  the 
little  polished  plates,  which  covered  the 
exterior  of  that  mysterious  machine; 
they  were  peering  through  the  opening 
at  the  side  of  the  machine  at  the  curious 
apparatus  on  the  inside;  they  wanted  to 
touch  it  to  see  if  it  was  real,  or  at  least 
to  satisfy  their  curiosity.  The  Martian, 
who  proved  to  be  the  father  of  this  beau- 
tiful goddess,  seemed  to  fear  that  the 
gathering  crowd  might  become  bold 


enough  to  enter  the  “Electronic  Dirig- 
ible,” the  name  by  which  he  referred  to 
the  mysterious  machine,  and  disturb 
some  of  the  ultra-sensitive  apparatus 
which  operated  it.  After  he  had  closed 
and  locked  the  opening  in  the  dirigible, 

I escorted  the  Martian  and  his  daughter 
to  the  Hotel  De  Palma,  the  new  and 
magnificent  building  constructed  in  the 
glass  enclosed  city  of  Bilmont,  New 
York,  the  city  being  entirely  enclosed  in 
a glass  structure,  enjoys  Florida  weather 
throughout  the  coldest  months  of  the 
year.  After  an  enjoyable  evening  meal, 
which  had  been  a hearty  one  to  the  Mar- 
tian, who  was  used  to  eating  condensed 
foods,  I bade  them  good-night,  after  hav- 
ing accepted  an  invitation  to  visit  them 
the  following  day,  and  hear  the  history 
of  their  trip. 

On  the  following  morning,  with  a bliz- 
zard threatening  New  York  and  vicin- 
ity, Mr.  Khandorph,  as  was  the  name  of 
the  Martin,  and  I returned  to  the  Elec- 
tronic Dirigible  to  make  preparations  for 
transporting  it  into  Bilmont  for  the  win- 
ter. By  evening,  we  had  the  dirigible 
safe  and  sound  inside  of  the  glass  city. 
That  evening,  after  a fine  dinner,  he  re- 
lated to  me  the  following  story: 

“About  seventy-five  years  ago,  which 
was  about  the  year  nineteen  hundred  and 
eighteen  on  the  Earth,  a great  astrono- 
mer upon  Mars  had  invented  the  Elec- 
tron Magniphot,  which  magnified  the 
image  in  the  telescope  a million  times; 
by  conveying  the  light  rays  of  the  image 
by  electricity  through  a series  of  speci- 
ally constructed,  highly  evacuated  cylin- 
ders, which  enclosed  a number  of  ultra- 
vibrant  transformers,  the  magnified  light 
waves  were  conveyed  to  a sensative  tele- 
phot which  converted  them  into  the 
highly  enlarged  image,  which  was  pro- 
jected upon  a huge  screen,  to  be  studied 
by  the  greatest  scientists  of  that  day.  By 
this  ingenious  apparatus,  the  scientists 
were  able  to  watch  the  inhabitants  of  the 
Earth  in  their  daily  toil,  mixed  with  the 
grief  of  war,  revolution,  and  anarchy. 
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nad  been  gained  from  the  advertisements 
strewn  from  coast  to  coast  across  the 
American  continent. 

It  was  not  until  twenty  years  later 
that  the  Martian  scientists,  as  you  would 
have  them  called,  developed  an  electron 
rectifier,  powerful  enough  to  make  the 
wireless  telephone  conversation  sent  out 
from  the  world  wide  wireless  station  on 
Long  Island  audible  to  any  extent.  Af- 
ter these  successful  experiments,  I joined 
a group  of  noted  professors  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Phagonti,  and  there  devoted 
my  entire  time  to  the  translation  of  this 
new  language,  in  which  I am  now  con- 
versing. After  thirty  years  of  endless 
toil,  we  published  the  first  translation  of 
the  English  language.  Since  that  time,  I 
spent  all  my  time  and  money  in  the  per- 
fecting of  the  Electronic  Dirigible.  The 
power  is  derived  from  atomic  energy  by 
disintegrating  the  atoms  of  the  ether,  or 
any  other  medium,  into  the  negative 
electrons  and  positive  nucleus.  When  I 
want  to  travel  in  any  certain  direction 
through  space,  the  polished  plates  on  the 
exterior  of  the  dirigible,  facing  in  that 
direction  are  charged  with  the  positive 
energy,  while  the  opposite  side  is  charg- 
ed with  the  negative  energy.  The  ether, 
being  negatively  charged,  attracts  the 
positive  charged  side  at  the  same  time 
repelling  the  negative.  By  this  method, 
the  dirigible  may  travel  through  space 
with  great  ease  and  speed. 

‘‘Pardon  me  a moment,”  I asked. 
Certainly,  certainly,”  blustered  the 
professor. 


"May  I ask  you  what  was  the  cause  of 
the  light  produced  by  the  dirigible  when 
viewed  at  night P”  I asked,  trying  to  as- 
sume an  important  air. 

Oh!  that,”  smiled  the  professor,  “That 
was  produced  by  the  giving  off  of  elec- 
tronic energy,  as  is  characteristic  of 
radio-active  elements.” 

Although  science  is  a very  interesting 
subject,  it  becomes  decidedly  monoton- 
ous, especially  when  occupying  a room 
honored  by  the  presence  of  so  beautiful 
a goddess  as  was  the  daughter  of  Pro- 
fessor Khandorph.  In  due  time  the  pro- 
fessor discovered  that  my  frequent  visits 
were  for  reasons  other  than  to  hear  him 
relate  his  wondrous  tales  of  the  progress 
of  science  upon  Mars,  for  from  that 
time  on  he  found  other  attentive  dis- 
ciples. 

Things  seemed  to  be  progressing 
until  it  came  to  expressing  one’s  affec- 
tion to  a daughter  of  another  world, 
where  modes  of  wooing  and  winning  are 
entiiely  beyoond  earthly  comprehension. 
But  Nature  controls  the  universe  and  all 
within  it,  and  by  letting  Nature  take  her 
way,  together  with  teaching  and  being 
taught  in  the  gentle  art  of  wooing,  she 
had  secured  for  me  within  a year’s  time 
the  honor  of  announcing  to  my  friends 
my  engagement  in  marriage  to  the  god- 
dess of  Mars.  My  friends  congratulated 
me,  scientific  societies  honored  the  occa- 
sion; for,  on  the  following  year  after  my 
marriage  to  Vhyolett  Khandorph,  I 
would  leave  this  terrestial  sphere  to  soar 
with  my  bride  and  her  father,  back  to 
their  native  planet. 
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SOME  BUS! 

Florence  Oram 

I had  a car, 

It  was  a Ford; 

To  buy  that  bus 
I spent  my  hoard. 

I drove  it  out 
Of  my  garage 
And  fumed  the  town 
With  a gas  barage. 


R.  Y.  K. 

The  present  Senior  Class,  to  me 
Has  many  things  to  show; 

Their  motto  must  have  been,  you  see, 
“Great  oaks,  from  acorns  grow. 

Altho’,  their  bulk  is  very  small, 

They  can  boast  of  one  bright  pearl, 

It  should  echo  round  from  hall  to  hall. 
Their  president'  ’s  a girl. 


And  as  I shook 
Out  on  Main  Street, 
The  traffic  cop 
I chanced  to  meet. 


“Oh,  woe  is  me” 

1 softly  swore, 

That  man  was  never 
There  before. 


You  fellows  mu  t admit  defeat, 

She’s  beaten  you  by  far ; 

At  managing  a shipe  of  state, 

She’s  way  above  the  par. 

We  lower  classmen,  too,  place  her 
With  Pershing  or  Magellan! 

What?  You  don’t  know  whom  I’m  speak- 
ing of; 

Then  meet, — Miss  Jane  McClellan.” 


I think  the  car 
Had  seen  him,  too, 
All  dressed  in  brass’ 
And  navy  blue. 

Because  it  stopped 
And  wouldn’t  go, 
Although  the  horn 
I tried  to  blow. 
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T II  F ; 

/ was  so  mad 
/ nearly  bawled; 

The  car  had  stopped, 

The  motor  stalled. 

A nd  now  where’er 
A cop  I see, 

All  I can  say 
Is  “W  oe  is  me.” 

Because  that  car, 

Will  always  stop 
Whenever  it 
Beholds  a cop. 

I think  that  car 
Just  fears  the  law — 

It  will  not  pass 
A cop  at  all. 

So  when  I buy 
A car  again, 

I’ll  get  a car 
Straight  from  the  pen. 

A car  that  runs 
From  every  cop, 

And  when  it  sees  one 
Will  not  stop. 

— b.h.s. — 

LA  TE! 

Ruth  McCrea 
Have  you  ever  thought 
When  you  heard  the  clock, 

Strike  the  hour  of  eight; 

Alas!  alas!  why  hurry  I, 

I surely  will  be  late. 

But  nevertheless  you  run  and  rush, 
Drop  everything  and  say,  “O  slush!” 
Without  breakfast  you  do  go. 

Nor  ever  look  at  your  best  beau; 

Oh!  I am  late,  too  late,- 1 know. 

You  run  the  whole  way  up  the  street, 
Your  brain  beating  time  with  your  feet; 
No  one  is  going — you  almost  give  up, 
And  then  you  smile  and  cheer, 

The  cost  is  after  all  not  so  dear. 

The  school  house  reached, 

You  enter  the  halls, 

Hark,  what  is  that  which  falls, 

The  teacher  smiles  and  you  look  surly, 
Hurrah!  The  dawn,  you  are  too  early. 


GRADUATION 
Paul  L.  Muder 

When  our  high  school  days  are  num- 
bered; 

When  school  pleasures  soon  are  o’er; 
And  our  early  friendships  sundered 
New  ones  to  be  formed  once  more; 

Then  our  thoughts  are  backward  turn- 
ing; 

We  remember  Freshman  days, 

Mixed  with  sorrows  in  proportion 
To  the  time  we  whiled  away. 

Then  we  thought  that  we  were  working, 
Harder  work  could  not  be  found; 

A ow  we  know  twas  only  playing, 

But  many  other  things  we’ve  found. 

Teachers  really  are  not  crabbed, 

As  a rule  they’re  our  best  friends, 

All  one  needs  to  do  is  ask  them, 

Soon  we  ll  learn  to  use  our  heads, 

T eachers  had  to  learn  to  use  theirs, 

With  some  work  we  can  use  ours, 

The  royal  pathway  to  sound  knowledge, 
Is  not  always  strewn  with  flowers. 

Had  we  never  come  to  high  school, 

In  experience’s  hard  school, 

Bitter  lessons,  harsher  teachers, 

But  no  other  for  a fool; 

Says  a proverb,  so  we’re  thankful 
That  we  did  not  need  that  school. 

Just  the  same,  there  are  some  lessons 
In  no  other  way  are  learned, 

Now  the  four  years  course  is  over, 

To  this  school  our  steps  will  turn. 

When  we  finish  school,  commencement, 

To  our  ears  how  strange  the  sound, 

To  begin  when  we  have  ended, 

But  let’s  think  and  not  be  loud 
About  this  word,  we’re  but  beginning 
After  all  the  word  is  right, 

For  in  school  ’twas  but  preparing 
Us  to  live  a fuller  life. 

Let  us  ever  keep  achieving, 

Keep  brave  hearts  for  any  fate, 

Helping  others  when  they’re  failing, 

Cheering  others  in  the  fight. 
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OUR  CLASS 

Paul  L.  Muder 

Our  class  ship  we  did  launch , 
hi  January,  '18. 

Since  then  we’ve  been  afloat, 

And  many  storms  have  seen. 

The  port  we’ve  made  at  last, 

Our  high  school  days  are  o’er; 

And  now  well  anchor  fast, 

And  try  the  new  found  shore. 

As  in  the  voyage,  we 

Took  mishaps  as  they  came; 

Now  on  a foreign  shore, 

We  hope  to  do  the  same. 

Through  many  fearful  storms, 

Our  ship  did  safely  come; 

Some  of  our  crew  we’ve  lost, 

But  also  have  gained  some. 

From  other  class  ships  gone, 

For  whom  the  blast  severe, 

Elad  proved  for  them,  too  strong, 

And  left  them  in  the  rear. 

Now  to  this  land  we’ve  come, 

With  our  ambitions  high; 

We’ll  brave  the  showers  though  ’ere  so 
great; 

Well  enjoy  the  summer  sky. 

We  are  in  search  of  gold, 

The  gold  of  life  we’ll  find; 

We  know  that  storm  clouds  hang  so  low, 
And  they  are  silver  lined. 


Thus  to  this  land  we’re  come, 

Our  class,  with  faith  so  high; 

We’ll  coin  our  honest  share  of  gold, 

Get  silver  from  the  sky. 

Well  fear  no  storm  though  full  of  wind, 
No  cloud-bursts  any  where; 

We  know  this  land  is  full  of  gold; 

We’ll  get  our  honest  share. 

The  better  thing  is  what  well  find, 

And  that  is  what  we’ll  get; 

We  know  the  world  is  e’er  so  kind 
To  those,  who  have  the  grit 
To  face  the  gales,  the  blizzards,  brave, 

To  live  abundant  lives. 

Know  that  were  here,  so  full  of  cheer, 
We  surely  will  be  kind 
When,  those  around  have  no  fame  found, 
Well  aid  the  upward  climb, 

To  higher  places  in  the  world, 

We’ll  live  in  higher  climes. 

Our  ship  has  weathered  every  gale, 

And  though  misfortunes  rocks 
Have  gored  her  sides,  our  faithful  crew 
Has  withstood  every  shock. 

Though  angry  waves  have  dashed  so 
high, 

And  swept  our  good  ship’s  deck, 

We  saw  that  laud  was  very  nigh; 

We  held  our  fears  in  check. 

And  now  farewell  to  thee  our  school, 

Our  Alma  Mater  dear; 

And  faith  in  thee  shall  never  cool, 

Our  good  old  Butler  High. 

The  gold  and  white  shall  ever  float, 

The  foremost  ranks  among; 

Thy  sons  shall  conquer  in  they  name 
O'er  them  thy  banner  flung. 
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FAREWELL 

Violet  Hardin  ’22 

Our  High  School  days  are  almost  over. 
We  are  sorry,  but  we  shall  not  weep. 
For  we  have  so  much  to  look  forward  to. 
While  not  many  of  our  leisure  moments 
in  the  future  will  be  spent  in  thinking  of 
our  High  School  days,  yet  what  we  have 
learned  here,  we  can  never  forget.  For 
us,  graduation  means  the  commencement 
of  all  the  things  that  we  have  planned 
upon  doing  with  our  lives.  Some  may 
be  this,  and  some  may  be  that;  there  are 
so  many  possibilities  that  present  them- 
selves, yet  we  can  never  efface  the  mem- 


ories of  our  four  short  years  in  High 
School. 

There  is  one  little  word  which  is  the 
keynote  to  all  our  efforts  in  the  future. 
That  little  word  is  “service.” 

Love  of  service,  whatever  and  when- 
ever it  be,  should  be  the  aim  of  each  and 
every  one  of  us  as  we  leave  these  dear 
old  halls.  For  does  not  Kipling  say: 
“Work  for  the  joy  of  working?” 

While  pleasure  may  be  desired  by  all 
of  us,  yet  only  service  can  fill  our  lives 
and  make  them  continue  to  grow  richer 
and  fuller  as  the  years  pass  by.  In  ser- 


vice  for  others,  we  forget  self  and  find 
our  greatest  pleasure. 

To  the.  underclassmen  we  would  say: 
"Set  your  aim  high,  and  never  for  one 
moment  let  it  be  out  of  your  sight.  Keep 
it  ever  before  you  and  a life  of  service 
will  be  your  reward.  ‘Your  reach  should 
exceed  your  grasp,  or  what’s  a Heaven 
for?’  ” 

And  remember  that  always  the  very 
best  wishes  of  the  Class  of  January,  1922, 
go  out  to  you.  We  bid  you  farewell! 

— b.h.s. — 

YOUR  CAREER 
Bernard  Garber 
June,  ’22 

This  Senior  Magnet  came  very  nearly 
being  a failure.  Why?  Because  an  edi- 
torial on  choosing  your  life  work  was 
lacking.  And  who  ever  heard  of  a Sen- 
ior Magnet  without  an  editorial  of  this 
kind?  Therefore,  to  save  the  reputation 
of  the  class  of  January  twenty-two  and 


also  that  of  B.  H.  S.,  we  got  out  our 
trusty  or  rather  rusty,  shears,  and  clip- 
ped the  following  from  the  famous  writ- 
ings of  our  famous  ex-editors.  Some  are 
slightly  humorous  and  it  is  permissable 
to  laugh. 

“The  Seniors  are  just  emerging  from 
the  kindergarten  of  life.” 

"Stop,  look,  and  listen  before  you  go 
any  further  along  the  road  of  life.” 
"‘Have  a mental  cross-examination 
with  yourself  and  make  your  own  de- 
cisions.” 

"The  decisions  which  we  make  now  or 
in  the  near  future  will  determine  very 
likely,  the  course  of  our  lives.” 

"No  one  knows  your  talents,  or  abil- 
ity to  develop  talents  better  than  you.” 
"Perhaps  you  are  a genius.  If  you 
are,  it  may  not  be  your  fault,  so  do 
not  feel  too  badly  about  it,  your  work 
is  decided.” 

“Brains,  ambition  and  an  education 
make  the  successful  man  today  in  the 
world  of  competition.” 
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Here  I sit,  trying  to  write  about  our 
class,  and  pray,  what  is  there  to  write? 
Ours  has  been  a most  industrious,  illus- 
trious, conscientious  class.  Never  ? ? ? 
have  we  failed  in  recitation.  Mildred 
Kradel  always?  could  give  a current 
event  on  Monday,  and  Johnny  Phillips 
always?  ? had  the  place  in  reading  his 
shorthand  notes. 

We  must  admit  that  all  our  renowned 
faculty  are  not  to  be  outclassed  in  the 
world  of  knowledge.  But  it  remained 
for  one  of  the  girls  in  our  class  to  dis- 
cover that  Miss  Purvis  would  make  a 
wonderful  “movie”  star.  When  Leroy 
Whitmire  and  a certain  B Senior  girl  get 
deeply  interested  in  algebra?  ? her  eyes 
speak  volumes  though  her  lips  are  dumb. 
We  are  wondering  if  we  shouldn’t  notify 
D.  W.  Griffith  of  our  marvelous  discov- 
ery. Miss  Purvis  no  doubt  has  a great 
future. 

Three  of  the  girls  in  this  class  are  ex- 
pert in  penmanship,  but  s — s — sh,  speak 
softly.  Edna  and  Jane  and  Jerry  have 
recently  found  out  that  it’s  no  fun  talk- 
ing, especially  when  the  verdict  is 

but  no,  I won’t  tell  you.  They  might 
not  like  it. 

Some  time  ago  a certain  student  in  the 
A Senior  class  got  a dose  of  chlorine 
while  experimenting  in  chemistry  lab. 
Why  don’t  you  try  wearing  a gas  mask, 
Frances?  Then  you  wouldn’t  need  to 
use  “Dumbells.” 

“Jake”  Painter  is  the  sport  of  our 


class.  One  day  while  the  weather  was 
slightly  warmer,  “Jake”  decided  it  was 
more  comfortable  to  .go  to  class  in  his 
shirt  sleeves.  He  immediately  removed 
his  coat,  whereupon  all  the  A Senior 
boys  removed  their  coats.  Think  of  the 
disastrous  results  if  “Jake”  had  decided 
to  go  like  Whittiers’  “Barefoot  Boy.” 

During  music  period  not  very  long 
ago  we  had  a “feed.”  Ethel  Sarver  fur- 
nished the  eats.  We  had  a coffee  cake 
and  one  cinnamon  roll.  John  Weeks 
was  rather  undecided  as  to  whether  or 
not  he  would  risk  eating  any  of  it,  but 
Florence  finally  persuaded  him  to  try  the 
coffee  cake.  He  popped  it  quickly  into 
his  mouth,  shut  his  eyes,  gulped  and  said, 
“Angel  Food.” 

By  the  way,  Johnny  Weeks  is  an  ex- 
pert on  advice  to  the  “lovelorn.”  When 
asked  to  define  “love,”  he  said  it  was  a 
“pernicious  emotion.”  We  expect  to 
hear  of  Johnny  taking  Miss  Fairfax’s 
place  in  the  near  future. 

The  B Seniors  under  Miss  Brier  are 
trying  to  beat  the  A Seniors  under  Miss 
Wigton  in  speed  in  typewriting.  Thus 
far  the  A Seniors  won. 

1st  week — Alice  Guiney. 

2nd  week — Frank  Hunter. 

3rd  week — Violet  Hardin. 

4th  week — Paul  Bayer. 

Come  on  B Seniors,  you’ll  have  to 
travel  to  beat  the  A Seniors. 

We  are  very  proud  of  our  modest 
Violet.  So  bashful  and  unassuming. 


THE  SENIOR  £MAGNET 


38 


Would  you  believe  it,  she’s  the  tennis 
champion  of  Butler.  Of  course,  Butler 
is  only  one  city,  but  wait;  some  day 
we’ll  hear  more  of  our  Violet.  Mme. 
Suzanne  Lenglen  had  better  look  to  her 
laurels. 

We  have  been  wondering  for  the  last 
three  months  who  Creston's  and  Ed- 
ward’s fair  charmer  is,  but  we  wonder 
not  longer.  Whatever  would  Creston 
and  Edward  do  were  it  not  for  the 
“Creeks”  and  “Brooks.” 

— b.h.s. — 

Our  class  has  seven  honor  students. 
They  are: 

Margaret  Puff — Valedictorian 

Edna  Riggle — Salutatorian 

Ruth  McCrea 

Jane  McClellan 

Helen  Lowry 

Helen  Borland 

Lois  Cooper. 

They  certainly  worked  hard  for  them 
and  deserve  it.  We,  your  classmates, 
congratulate  you. 


CAN  YOU  IMAGINE: 

Jane  without  Ruth? 

Mildred  without  Rosella? 

Margaret  Puff  making  a “zero”? 

Edna  Riggle  not  giggling? 

Grace  White  making  a mistake  in 
shorthand? 

Mildred  Kradel  giving  a current 
event? 

Paul  without  his  umbrella? 

Creston  without  that  distinguished 
look? 

Florence  without  her  bobbed  hair? 

Violet  without  her  shy  little  smile? 

Frances  not  worrying  about  chemis- 
try? 

Rosella  without  her  powder  puff? 

Garaldine  not  talking? 

Frank  without  a smile? 
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By  CLAYTON  WALDRON 


Our  class  bei'g  small  and  no:  athleti- 
cally inclined,  this  department  would  be 
a failure,  should  we  depend  on  the  class, 
so  we  have  undertaken  to  give  our  read- 
ers a summary  of  the  year’s  football. 

Mr.  Mclsaac,  our  new  football  coach, 
started  things  this  fall,  by  calling  prac- 
tice the  first  week  of  school.  About 
seventy-five  aspirants  for  the  varsity  an- 
swered his  call,  anxious  to  win  a B in 
this  branch  of  athletics. 

The  following  schedule  was  completed 
with  scores  made  in  each  game: 

Butler  7 — Mars  7. 

Butler  0 — New  Brighton  36. 

Butler  0 — Grove  City  High  42. 

Butler  0 — Carnegie  Tech  Reserves  27. 

Butler  0 — Wilkinsburg  13. 

Butler  0 — New  Castle  7. 

Butler  7— New  Kensington  20. 

Butler  0 — Beaver  Falls  7. 

This  does  not  look  like  a very  credit- 
able showing,  but  credit  must  be  given 
to  the  team  for  sticking  together  and 
playing  the  games  they  did,  without  los- 
ing hope  of  at  least  one  victory. 

The  following  is  a list  of  this  season’s 
letter  men  with  some  interesting  facts 
about  them: 

HOBAUGH  ( Captain ) 

Howard  is  a Senior  and  led  the  team 
this  fall  as  captain.  He  made  a credit- 
able showing  in  the  backfield,  but  was 


la  er  shifted  to  the  line  at  right  guard. 
Ho’  augh  is  one  of  the  boys  we  will  miss 
next  year,  as  he  graduates  in  June.  A 
good,  hard,  consistent  player,  always  in 
the  game  and  fighting  his  hardest  to 
bring  victory  to  the  team.  Howard  has 
wot  two  letters  in  football,  and  is  one 
of  the  pluckiest  captains  the  team  has 
ever  had. 

NOLAN 

Francis  is  a Junior  and  a natural  foot- 
ball plaver.  He  has  also  won  two  let- 
ters in  football.  He  played  on  the  line 
last  seasoi  hut  was  shifted  to  the  back- 
field  at  a half  and  later  at  quarterback, 
where  he  showed  great  ability  at  run- 
ning the  team’s  plays.  Francis  is  also 
o 'e  of  the  pluckiest  players  that  has  ever 
woi  a B He  still  has  another  season  in 
which  to  play,  so  let’s  hope  he  plays  as 
gooJ  a game  next  year. 

TURNER 

Lenard  is  only  a Sophomore,  but  he 
has  woi  two  letters  in  football  and  will 
also  be  back  in  togs  next  year.  Lenard 
is  just  a little  fellow  but  the  way  he 
bur  s up  the  ground  on  end  runs  causes 
many  teams  no  little  uneasiness.  Lenard 
is  o:e  of  the  few  players  who  admit  they 
are  not  so  good,  but  we  will  say,  that 
while  you  admit  you  are  no  good,  the 
team  would  lose  one  of  its  most  valuable 
players  were  you  to  drop  out. 
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W.  PARKER 

Bill  is  a good  fellow  and  has  won  sev- 
eral letters  in  all  three  branches  of  ath- 
letics. He  played  fullback  this  year  and 
did  very  well  until  he  got  lazy  and  fell 
down  in  his  class  work  which  barred  him 
from  playing  the  season  out.  Well,  Bill, 
redeem  yourself  and  “rep,”  for  basket- 
ball this  season. 

McFADDEN 

Clyde  is  a Senior  and  played  a good 
game  this  season  at  quarter  and  right 
halfback.  He  could  always  be  depended 
upon  to  buck  the  line  for  a couple  of 
yards,  but,  well  he  liked  a good  time,  too, 
result,  marks  down  for  the  last  game. 

NICHOLAS 

Charles  is  a Senior  and  won  his  letter 
this  year  playing  as  a sub.  He  generally 
played  quarterback  but  could  give  a 
good  account  of  himself  at  either  half 
also.  We  are  truly  sorry  for  “Chuck” 
graduates  this  year. 

MULLEN 

Joe  is  a Junior  and  while  he  only  made 
a sub  halfback,  he  was  there  with  the 
goods  when  he  went  in,  which  was  clearly 
proved  in  the  Beaver  Falls  game. 


H.  PARKER 

Harold  is  a Junior  and  played  end  this 
year.  While  not  looming  up  as  an  in- 
dividual star  his  sure  tackling  saved 
many  a yard  for  the  team. 

WEAVER 

Dave  played  left  tackle  this  season  and 
won  his  letter.  A good  player  and  of  no 
mean  size,  he  performed  creditably  in  his 
position. 

SMITH 

Howard  is  the  only  freshman  that 
made  the  team  this  year.  “Tub”  plays  a 
good  clean  game  and  very  few  plays 
came  through  the  point  he  guarded. 
“Tub”  only  got  injured  once  the  whole 
season  when  he  brought  home  a black 
eye  from  Grove  City. 

McDOWELL 

Campbell  “Tubby,”  played  center  and 
got  away  with  most  of  the  tackles  this 
year.  “Tubby”  could  make  a hole  in 
the  center  of' the  opposing  teams  line. 
The  school  rejoices  that  “Tubby”  still 
has  a couple  of  years  left  to  play  the 
game  he  plays  so  well. 
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LEECH 

Victor  is  a Senior  and  graduates  in 
June.  Vic  played  a great  game  at  tackle 
this  year  and  we  will  be  sorry  to  see  him 
leave.  Vic  is  the  Bull  Montana  of  the 
team  and  surely  ripped  some  nice  holes 
through  the  opposing  defense. 

HEPLER 

Hep”  is  a Sophomore  and  played 
right  end.  He  clips  hard  and  is  a pun- 
ter of  no  mean  ability  and  is  nearly  al- 
ways sure  of  stopping  any  runner  skirt- 
ing his  end  of  the  line. 

CARLISLE 

Joe  showed  up  kind  of  late  in  the  sea- 
son, but  played  in  enough  games  to  get 
a letter.  He  plays  both  tackle  and  end 
in  the  same  wav,  always  plowing  in  with 
the  old  fight  and  pep  that  helps  a team  in 
so  many  ways. 

Me  ISAAC 

Mr.  Robert  H.  Me  Isaac  is  a good 
friend  of  the  boys  and  although  some 
have  made  sarcastic  remarks  on  his 
coach,  the  members  of  the  squad  know 
that  he  worked  his  hardest  to  produce  a 
winning  team  from  green  material,  so  we 
give  him  credit  for  his  work  and  wish 
him  better  success  next  season. 


WALDRON 

Ike  was  student  manager  and  loud 
were  the  exclamations  of  anger  he  arous- 
ed if  he  failed  to  turn  up  with  the  iodine 
and  bandages.  Any  one  having  any  com- 
plaints to  make  against  him  please  lay 
same  before  Mr.  Hogg  as  he,  we  hope, 
will  see  that  Ike  am  not  injured  by  any 
false  accusations. 

SCRUBS 

The  scrubs  aided  materially  in  rounding 
the  team  into  shape.  Some  of  them 
looming  up  as  possible  varsity  men  next 
season,  especially  Nevins,  whose  work  at 
fullback  stood  out  very  prominently  in 
the  Beaver  Falls  game. 

— b.h.s. — 

BASKET-BALL 

Prospects  for  basket-ball  look  pretty 
good  in  old  B.  H.  S.  this  year.  There 
are  four  letter  men  left  from  last  year. 
They  are  W.  Parker,  Bernlohr,  H.  Par- 
ker, and  Nicholas,  and  a wealth  of  ma- 
terial from  which  to  pick  the  others. 
Let  us  hope  it  will  be  a banner  year  end- 
ing with  a new  cup  for  the  trophy  case. 
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By  EDWARD  KESSELMAN 


At  Christmas  time  in  the  year  nineteen 
hundred  and  eighteen,  the  best  class  that 
ever  entered  the  Butler  High  School  came 
under  the  gaze  of  the  faculty.  At  that 
time  there  were  one  hundred  pupils  in 
the  class  and  it  was  the  finest  looking 
bunch  of  Freshmen  that  anyone  could 
desire. 

Everything  went  well  until  the  class 
decided  to  have  a party  at  Shearers. 
Everyone  that  could  raise  the  price  at- 
tended, and  lo,  and  behold!  we  also  had 
a chaperone  and  some  punch.  I don  t 
remember  who  the  chaperone  was  but  I 
do  remember  the  punch  was  very  good. 
The  party  broke  up  at  ten  o’clock  be- 
cause some  of  the  most  popular  girls  had 
promised  to  be  home  at  nine  o clock. 

Slowly  but  surely  the  number  of  our 
class  started  to  dwindle — some  left  town, 
others  went  to  work  and  the  spring  ex- 
ams were  the  “Waterloo”  of  a great 
many. 

Thus  we  came  into  our  Sophomore 
year;  and  while  I think  of  it  1 might 
mention  that  we  exceeded  all  preceding 
classes,  when  it  came  to  being  Sophs. 
We  looked  down  on  the  Freshmen  most, 
studied  hardest — here  I must  refer  you 
to  Miss  Houston  because  she  had  us  for 
the  hardest  study,  namely  Caesar.  We 
caused  Mr.  Irvine  more  trouble  and  got 
bawled  out  by  Pappy  Turner  more  than 
any  previous  class.  Again  we  had  a 
class  party.  Our  plans  for  a corn  roast 
had  fallen  through  so  we  had  a class 
party.  If  I remember  rightly,  we  sure 
did  have  a good  time.  The  bravest  of 
the  brave  stayed  until  the  court  house 
clock  struck  the  hour  of  twelve. 

This  year  found  us  in  the  new  high 
school  building  and  of  course  for  a while 
all  of  us  acted  like  Freshmen.  Not  one 


of  us  knew  which  floor  our  rooms  were 
on  and  then  to  mix  matters  up  more,  we 
couldn’t  find  the  rooms  again  once  we 
left  them.  Mr.  Irvine’s  new  ruling  that 
school  was  to  start  at  eight-fifty  instead 
of  nine  o’clock  gave  all  of  our  class  a 
jolt,  because  very  few  of  us  liked  to  get 
up  early. 

The  first  final  examination  in  the  new 
building  came  along  and  we  again  lost 
quite  a few  members  of  the  class.  And 
also  we  gained  some  from  the  class  just 
before  us. 

At  the  start  of  our  Junior  year  we 
compared  records  with  our  Freshmen 
year  and  found  to  our  astonishment  and 
dismay  that  our  class  was  as  large  by 
half  as  when  we  started  into  Butler  High. 
The  ones  that  had  dropped  out  or  fallen 
behind  slowly  passed  away  from  our 
vision  and  we  were  busily  occupied  get- 
ting acquainted  with  the  new  members  of 
our  class.  And  as  most  all  records  show 
the  girls  were  far  ahead  of  the  fellows 
in  sticking  to  the  school  work  and  at- 
tendance, all  of  us  had  to  work  hard  in 
our  Junior  year  and  so  there  wasn  t much 
doing  in  the  way  of  entertainment.  We 
did  have  a dance  at  Friedman’s  and  that 
was  about  all  we  did  have  in  the  way  of 
diversion.  We  seemed  to  be  nearing  our 
goal  at  this  time  of  our  school  life  and 
so  everyone  was  working  and  struggling 
to  reach  our  highest  hopes,  to  be  a Sen- 
ior. 

The  Senior  year  was  represented  to  us 
as  being  “soft”  and  then,  too,  we  always 
thought  Seniors  had  lots  of  privileges 
and  with  these  thoughts  we  finished  our 
Junior  year. 

Happy  is  no  word  to  describe  our  feel- 
ings, when  we  found  ourselves  to  be 
Seniors.  But  some  fell  by  the  wayside 


in  the  finals  and  we  gained  others  just 
as  we  did  in  previous  years,  but  what 
matters  that  when  one  is  a Senior.  The 
day  our  schedules  were  given  to  us  we 
found  how  untrue  the  reports  had  been 
of  the  Senior  year.  Hard  and  steady 
work  was  the  only  way  to  overcome  the 
studies,  which  had  been  assigned  us. 
Almost  the  first  week  the  treasurer  of 
the  class  announced  that  the  collecting 
of  dues  would  start  soon.  It  was  during 
this  semester  that  our  class  gave  a party 
for  the  A Seniors.  We  sure  did  have  a 
great  time,  all  the  teachers  and  students 
and  Mr.  Irvine  and  even  "Pop"  Turner 
were  there.  Each  of  the  teachers  had 
charge  of  a small  group  of  students  and 
they  gave  a little  play. 

Every  one  had  a wonderful  time  and 
we  all  decided  that  it  was  the  best  Senior 


reception  ever  given  in  school.  It  was 
shortly  after  the  party  that  the  spring 
exams  took  place  and  again  we  left  some 
behind  so  that  then  our  class  was  num- 
bered only  by  thirty-two  members. 

Then  came  the  final  half  year  of  our 
school  life,  we  were  A Seniors  now,  with 
more  to  do  now  than  ever  before.  Nearly 
every  day  something  new  came  up  with 
Class  Night,  Commencement,  Play  and 
everything  else  we  were  so  busy  that  we 
were  called  the  Busy  Thirty-two. 

Well,  we  finished  in  January,  nineteen 
hundred  and  twenty-two  and  we  hope 
that  nobody  in  the  class  will  ever  forget 
their  class  or  their  classmates.  I must 
add  the  best  wishes  of  the  class  to  un- 
dergraduates and  may  they  have  the  joy 
we  had  in  B.  H.  S. 
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PROPHECY CLASS  OF  JAN.  ’22 

* By  EDNA 


“What  a beautiful  hat,”  I mused  to 
myself,  as  I stood  enraptured  before  a 
store  window.  “That  would  just  match 
my  new — ” 

“Howdy,  stranger!”  The  voice  at  my 
elbow  sounded  strangely  familiar.  As  I 
turned  abruptly,  who  should  1 meet  face 
to  face  but  my  dear  old  chum,  Peggy 
Puff! 

“Why  Peggy,  where  on  earth  did  you 
come  from,”  I gasped. 

“I  didn’t  come  from  earth,  1 just  drop- 
ped from  Heaven,”  was  her  calm  ans- 
wer. 

“But  where  have  you  been  since  you 
left  school?  What  have  you  been  doing, 

I haven’t  seen  you  since  three  years  ago.” 
Then  followed  old  reminiscenses. 

“For  two  years  I’ve  been  teaching 
Higher  Algebra  in  a high  school  out  in 
Ohio.  Say,  I’ll  bet  I know  something 
you  don’t,  Edna.  I got  a letter  from 
Jane  McClellan  and  at  the  end  of  the 
letter  are  her  initials  J.  McC.,  and  below 
it  a helmet  with  an  orange-colored  Crest- 
on  it.  And  you  remember,  the  time  of 
the  picnic,  how  peeved  Cress — On  the 
other  hand,  I was  reading  in  a scientific 
magazine,  an  article  written  by  the  in- 
ventor of  a perpetual  motion  machine, 
and  who  do  you  think  it  was  signed  by? 
— H.  C.  Donor.” 

“Peggy,  is  it  possible?  Oh,  well,  I al- 
ways did  say  that  boy  was  a genius.  I 
suppose  he  is  rich.  No  wonder  he  can 
provide  stationery  with  an  engraved 
“coat-of-arms”  for  every  day  writing. 
Pardon  me  for  yawning,  but  I was  out 
late  last  night.  You  know  Floyd 
Steubgen  has  started  an  orchestra  of  his 
own,  and  is  touring  the  country.  I heard 
him  in  Pittsburgh  last  night.  That’s 
the  first  time  I’ve  seen  him  since  we 
graduated  ten  years  ago.” 

“I’m  glad  Floyd’s  getting  on.  A few 
years  ago  just  before  school  closed,  I 


RIGGFE 

heard  “The  Bat”  given.  Florence  Oram 
was  leading  lady.  You  never  heard  such 
eloquent  expression  as  she  put  into  it.” 
“By  the  way,  Peggy,  did  you  see  the 
list  in  the  paper  about  five  years  ago,  of 
those  who  were  taking  special  courses  in 
domestic  science.  You  know  Miss  Sie- 
bert  started  a domestic  science  school 
for  herself  and  I guess  several  of  the 
girls  in  our  class  must  have  expected  to 
apply  it  in  their  own  kitchen  some  day. 
The  list  I saw  included  Mildred  Stock- 
slager,  Frances  Goehring,  Mildred  Kra- 
dle,  and  Alice  Guiney.” 

“Alice  Guiney!  Oh,  Edna,  surely 
you’re  mistaken.  Why  you  know  she 
planned  to  follow  a literary  career.  Don’t 
you  remember  how  fond  she  was  of  Eng- 
lish authors  and  especially  Byron(?)?” 
“Oh,  yes,  1 know  she  admired  Byron. 
But  sometimes  things  don’t  work  out  as 
one  thinks  it  should.  For  example,  I 
always  thought  Violet  Hardin  would  be 
a professor’s  wife.  And  there  I saw  in 
the  paper  that  she  had  won  a tennis 
championship  in  the  singles  out  in  Cali- 
fornia. And  then  there’s  Frank.  Peggy, 
didn’t  you  think  she  would  go  to  a dra- 
matic art  school  and  take  a course  in 
oratory?  Well,  she  didn’t.  She  studied 
painting  and  they  say  she  is  soon  going 
to  be  a fine  Painter(?)” 

“You  know  I have  a pretty  good 
opinion  of  my  power  of  judging  peoples’ 
character  and  ability.  I always  thought 
Frank  Hunter  would  become  a famous 
artist.  You  remember  Johnny  Philips, 
don’t  you,  Edna?  The  other  day  he 
made  a mistake,  got  in  a car  of  the  same 
make  as  his  own  and  drove  off.  He 
started  speeding  and  was  arrested.  Then 
the  police  discovered  he  had  somebody 
else’s  car.  Imagine!  He  could  not  dis- 
tinguish between  his  own  car  and  that  of 
someone  else.  He  called  in  a lawyer  to 
defend  him  against  the  charges  of  steal- 


ing  and  speeding.  Can  you  guess  who 
the  lawyer  wasp  John  Henry  Weeks. 
He’s  really  quite  a successful  lawyer.” 
“John  Phillips  always  was  so  absent- 
minded.  By  the  way,  Peggy,  you  ought 
to  congratulate  Grace.  She’s  general 
manager  of  the  clerk  force  down  at  the 
Standard.” 

‘‘That  is  just  fine.  Indeed,  I will.  Say, 
who  is  that  getting  out  of  that  car  that 
just  drew  up?  Why  it’s  John  Haines 
and  he’s  carrying  a medicine  case.  Hello, 
John!  Haven’t  seen  you  for  a coon’s 
age.  I see  you  must  have  started  in  your 
chosen  profession.  When  did  you  start? 
Who  was  driving  that  car?  Did  we 
know  him?” 

“Hello,  Margaret!  Hello,  Edna!  What 
was  your  first  question?  O,  yes,  I start- 
ed my  practice  a couple  years  ago.  Didn’t 
you  see  who  was  driving  that  car?  That 
was  Lee  Grossman.  He  had  called  me 
out  on  a consultation  case.  It  was  Lois 
Cooper.  She  slipped  on  a banana  skin 
and  got  hurt,  but  she  will  be  about  and 
able  to  return  to  the  office  where  she 
works  in  a couple  of  weeks.” 

“That’s  too  bad.  But,  John,  do  you 
know  what  Clayton  Waldron,  Leroy 
Whitmire  and  Charles  Wachsmuth  are 
doing?  ’ 

“Hold  on!  One  at  a time  please. 
Waldron  is  the  manager  of  a theater  in 
Pittsburgh,  while  Whitmire  and  Wach- 
smuth are  rival  fancy  stock  raisers  and 
farmers.  But  did  you  hear  what  Paul 
Muder  is  doing?  If  you  please,  he’s  pro- 
fessor of  chemistry  in  the  University  of 
Pittsburgh.” 

“0,  John,  isn’t  that  great?  I knew  he 
would  achieve  success,  didn’t  you 
Edna, ” 

“Now  wait  a moment  till  I finish.  His 
assistant  chemists  are  William  Koerner 
and  Ed.  Kesselman.” 

“Isn’t  that  fine,  Peggy?  Did  either  of 
you  hear  what  Helen  Borland  and  Ethel 
Sarver  are  doing  at  present?” 

“I  did.” 

“Hurry  up  and  tell  us,  then,  John.” 
“Now  don’t  get  in  a great  hurry  and 
I’ll  tell  you.  Ethel  and  Helen  are  in 


charge  of  a community  kitchen  in  the 
tenement  district  of  New  York.  The 
state  superintendent  reported  that  they 
were  the  most  successful  women  in  that 
line  of  work.  The  poor  children  up 
there  just  adore  them.” 

“Isn’t  that  just  like  those  two  girls, 
so  unselfish?” 

“Yes,  it  certainly  is,  Peggy.  Did 
either  of  you  hear  of  the  new  play  that 
is  to  be  given  here?  It’s  a home-talent 
play  which  will  be  presented  in  a month 
or  so.  Rozella  Ort  is  directing  it,  as- 
sisted by  Jerry  Porter — er — o — Sonnes’. 
As  soon  as  it  is  over  Jerry  is  going  back 
to  Washington.” 

“Washington?  What’s  she  doing  in 
Washington?” 

“Didn’t  you  hear?  Why,  Bob’s  work 
is  in  Washington,  so  they  moved  there.” 
“O,  yes,  Edna,  I heard  about  that.  So 
sorry,  but  I have  a call  or  two  to  make 
before  dinner.  Lee  invited  me  down  to 
his  house.  Ruth’s  getting  to  be  a fine 
cook  and  I wouldn’t  like  to  miss  that 
dinner.  So  long,  girls!” 

“Ruth — O,  ves,  I understand.  Ruth 
McCrea.  Truly  I'm  very  stupid,  am  I 
not,  Peggy?  Run  along  John,  or  you 
will  miss  it.  That  reminds  me  that  I’m 
getting  hungry.  Won’t  you  come  down 
to  my  house  for  dinner?” 

“Thanks,  I’d  just  love  to,  but  I must 
go  home  and  complete  several  tasks — ” 
“Pardon,  for  interrupting,  Peg,  but 
that  just  reminds  me,  the  other  day  my 
Sunday  School  class  was  planning  a class 
meeting,  when  up  pops  Laurene  Espy 
and  says,  ‘Aren’t  we  going  to  have 
eats?’  Actually  all  that  girl  ever  thinks 
of  any  more  is  eats  (Eatz).” 

“Tee,  hee!  That’s  a good  one.  When 
you  interrupted  me  I was  just  about  to 
invite  you  to  accompany  me  on  a visit 
to  Helen  Lowry.  She  is  managing  a 
nursery  this  summer  and  invited  me  to 
spend  a day  with  her.” 

“Peggy  Puff,  you’ve  struck  my  weak 
spot.  You  know  I just  love  flowers.  Of 
course  I’ll  go.” 

“Fine!  I’m  so  glad  you  can  go.  I’ll 
look  for  you  tomorrow.  Au  revoir!” 
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LAST  WILL  AND  TESTAMENT 

♦  ♦ 


By  JOHN  HENRY  WEEKS 


We,  the  class  of  January,  nineteen  hun- 
dred and  twenty-two,  on  this  twentieth 
day  of  January,  in  the  year  one  thousand 
nine  hundred  and  twenty-two,  in  the 
City  of  Butler,  of  the  County  of  Butler, 
of  the  State  of  Pennsylvania,  of  the 
United  States  of  America,  being  of  sound 
mind  and  in  full  possession  of  all  our 
mental  faculties,  do  hereby  respectfully 
submit  this  time-honored  document. 

Article  I.  We  bequeath  to  our  most 
industrious  and  dutiful  under-classmen 
all  our  earthly  possessions,  the  only  pro- 
vision being  that  they  may  use  them  to 
the  utter  advancement  of  future  civiliza- 
tion. 

Article  II.  We  bequeath  to  the  facul- 
ty, as  a token  of  our  heartfelt  gratitude 
and  appreciation,  those  indigestible  wads 
of  Beechnut  and  Teaberry,  with  the  ar- 
dent hope  that  they  may  enjoy  their  re- 
freshing flavor  which  we  have  very  gen- 
erously left.  (P.  S.  This  includes  the 
janitors,  too.) 

Article  III.  Jake  Painter  and  Cres- 
ton  Doner  bequeath  their  position  as 
expert  chemists  and  scientific  investiga- 
tors to  their  majesties,  Charles  Rimp 
and  John  Wymer.  H.  Creston  also 
leaves  a delicate  apparatus  which  will 
register  the  age  of  a person  by  simply 
placing  the  fourth  finger  of  the  left  hand 
(be  it  he  or  she)  upon  an  extremely  sen- 
sitive plate. 

Article  IV.  We  bequeath  Floyd 
Steubgen’s  fiery  steed  to  our  most  belov- 
ed Miss  Purvis.  We  give  you  this,  Miss 
Purvis,  in  order  that  we  may,  with  some 
slight  degree,  repay  you  for  the  peace 
and  tranquility  which  we  have  enjoyed 
while  under  your  protecting  wings. 

Article  V.  We  bequeath  to  Mr.  Mc- 
Isaac,  one  gold  edged  trophy  cup  con- 


taining 99%%  tin,  the  same  to  be  en- 
graved— Basket-ball  Champions,  1922. 

Article  VI.  We  bequeath  to  our  most 
esteemed  principal,  Mr.  Irvine,  Miss 
Houston’s  black  wig  which  she  wore  at 
the  unforgetable  Senior  reception.  We 
know  this  will  make  him  look  more  sym- 
metrical. 

Article  VII.  We  bequeath  the  fol- 
lowing girls  to  our  most  illustrious  chem- 
istry instructor:  Tora  Christianson, 

Elsie  Wise,  Dorothy  Jenkins,  Alice  Kirk- 
patrick and  Dorothy  Spindler.  We  also 
leave  him  a large  quantity  of  laughing 
gas  and  other  gasses  to  help  him  impart 
to  these  chosen  a perfect  chemical  val- 
lance. 

Article  VIII.  We  bequeath  one  large 
bottle  of  Horlick’s  Malted  Milk  for 
Tubby  McDowell  since  this  has  given 
him  such  pep  in  the  past. 

Article  IX.  We  bequeath  to  Miss 
Hepler  or  some  ong  as  charming,  the 
vacancy  left  by  Miss  Jenkins  in  hope 
that  she  will  follow  in  her  predecessor’s 
footsteps. 

Article  X.  We  now  approach  our 
most  difficult  task  of  extending  our  best 
wishes  to  the  future  occupants  of  our 
most  exalted  position  as  A Seniors  and 
also  to  those  who  have  in  any  way  aided 
us  in  these  last  few  trying  months  which 
we  have  enjoyed  with  them. 

We  appoint  the  Squirrel  Cage  Editor 
and  Don  Duff  the  executors  of  this,  the 
Last  Will  and  Testament  of  the  Class 
of  January,  ’22. 

Signed  before  me,  this  20th  day  of 
January,  1922. 

Ella  Purvis, 
Justice  of  the  Peace. 

My  term  expires  1950. 


48 


'THE  SEN  I OR  ^MAGNET 


/. 

/ buy  some  goods  from  day  to  day, 

And  where  I get  them  “cuts  no  caper,” 

But  still  I feel  a sly  regard 

For  that  small  “AD”  in  my  school  paper . 

II. 

1 1 helps  my  paper,  gives  me  news 

About  those  things  to  me  so  dear, 

Why  should  I not  reciprocate 

And  buy  the  goods  that  there  appear? 

III. 

No  narrow  views  control  my  mind, 

But  simple  justice  makes  it  clear 
That,  if  they  have  the  goods,  then  I 

Should  patronise  those  friends  sincere. 

IV. 

I don't  know  what  your  hobby  is, 

But  this  is  mine,  here's  how  I shape  her : 

When  goods  I need,  I do  prefer 

To  scan  the  “ADS”  in  my  school  paper. 

— From  Our  Sunday  Visitor.  (" School  paper”  substituted 
for  “Church  paper.”) 
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THE  SCRAP  IRON  ASTONISHER 


WHAT  COULD  BE  FUNNIER” 


Chief  Boss:  Frank  Hunter 

Penny  Snatcher:  Bill  Koerner 


Published  Accidentally 
Price  10  Chewing  Gum  Wrappers 


UNEXPECTED  DIVORCE  SUIT 
Dr.  and  Mrs.  Grossman  Separate 

In  chamber  . of  Petersville  Court  house, 
before  Judge  John  Henry  Weeks,  much 
surprising  testimony  was  heard  concern- 
ing the  separation  of  Dr.  L.  Grossman 
and  Mrs.  Grossman,  nee  Miss  Ruth  Mc- 
Crea,  both  of  the  class  of  January,  1922. 

Mrs.  Grossman  stated  in  her  Bill  of 
Particulars  that  the  Dr.  spent  the  greater 
part  of  his  time  in  Billiard  Tournaments 
instead  of  devoting  his  time  to  his  pa- 
tients and  his  wife,  and  as  a result  Mrs. 
Grossman  has  to  apply  to  her  parents 
for  pecuniary  support. 

In  Dr.  Grossman's  counter  charges,  he 
states  that  he  was  unable  to  partake  of 
any  meals  at  home  on  account  of  his 
wife’s  peculiar  trait  of  taking  her  cats  to 
the  table. 


FAMOUS  FILM  STAR  IN  TOWN 
Feb.  29,  1931 

Miss  Geraldine  Porter,  famous  vam- 
pire of  the  Kesselman  Film  Co.,  is  vis- 
iting in  town  in  order  to  recuperate  af- 
ter the  hazardous  scenes  she  has  been 


working  at  in  her  latest  picture,  “One 
Little  Fool,"  which  is  now  being  shown 
at  the  Doner  Movie  Palace. 


NEW  HOSIERY  COMPANY  TO  BE 
LOCATED  HERE 
The  President  of  the  Chamber  of 
Commerce,  Floyd  Steubgen,  announces 
that  he  has  received  notice  from  John 
Phillips,  Pres,  of  the  Mosquito  Proof 
Hosiery  Co.,  that  this  city  will  be  the 
ideal  location  for  his  plant. 


WEDDING  OF  MISS  HARDIN 
Tennis  Champion  of  the  World 
The  wedding  of  Miss  Violet  Hardin, 
Champion  Tennis  Player  of  the  World, 
and  Mr.  Louis  Irvine,  both  of  Butler, 
took  place  yesterday  in  the.  bride's  home. 

Miss  Hardin  wore  a beautiful  pink 
dress  which  she  wore  ten  years  ago  at 
the  banquet . of  her  graduating  class. 
The  Bride  carried  a large  bouquet  of  car- 
nations, celery,  radishes,  etc.  The 
bridesmaids  were  all  her  former  class- 
mates. They  wore,  also  their  former 
banquet  dresses,  fitting  in  some  instances 
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IT  ALWAYS  PAYS  TO  ATTEND 
COHN’S  SALES 

For  only  real  genuine  bargains  are  offered,  and  right  now 
while  our 

January  Cut  Price  Sale 

is  going  on  you  have  an  opportunity  of  saving  by  our  reduc- 
tions of 

Va,  Vz  to  V2 

on  Your  Wearing  Apparel 


a little  tighter  than  formerly  and  in 
others  a little  looser. 

The  bride  and  groom  will  be  at  home 
to  their  many  friends,  after  March  18, 
1931. 


LOCAL  MAN  MAKES  FORTUNE 
Feb.  29,  1931 

Charles  Wachsmuth  has  sold  his  large 
herd  of  red  ants  for  one  million  scents  to 
Sarver  and  Puff,  research  chemists.  They 
are  being  used  in  developing  a new  grade 
of  gasoline. 


ROBBERY  FRUSTRATED 
An  attempt  to  rob  the  Pawn  Shop  of 
Clayton  Waldron  was  frustrated  by  a 
novel  hot  air  burglar  alarm  invented  by 
Alice  Guiney,  the  famous  inventer. 


LOCAL  MAN  A WINNER 
John  Markle  Haines,  a local  youth, 
won  another  medal  and  broke  several 
records  in  an  apple  eating  contest  held 


last  night.  Mr.  Haines  has  won  many 
apple,  pie,  and  chewing  gum  contests. 


Miss  Frank  Hunter,  the  great  and 
noted  manicurist  of  Pittsburgh,  is  con- 
templating upon  going  to  Alaska  so  as 
to  manicure  Jake’s  finger  nails  before 
each  patient.  He  is,  it  is  said,  exception- 
ally busy. 


IMPORTANT  REAL  ESTATE  DEAL 
Miss  Jane  McClellan,  real  estate  queen, 
has  purchased  the  large  tract  of  land  on 
which  the  county  poor  house  is  located, 
which  she  expects  to  develop  into  one 
of  the  leading  Chemistry  Laboratories  of 
Butler  township,  for  the  use  of  her  fu- 
ture husband,  Mr.  Kenneth  McCandless. 


FOUND  CAKE  RECEIPT 
Ethel  Sarver,  another  member  of  the 
class  of  January,  1922,  has  jumped  into 
prominence  and  has  got  a place  in  the 
sun  along  with  the  other  inmates  of  her 
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HILDEBRAND  MEAT  MARKET 


135  North  Main  Street 
BUTLER,  PA. 

OUR  LINE  IS 

HOME-DRESSED  MEATS  ONLY 
Strictly  Pure  Home-Rendered  Lard 

♦ 4 


class.  She  has  formulated  a new  receipt 
for  a cake  called  the  “Strawberry  Sur- 
prise.” Pick  the  bones  from  the  three 
quarts  of  strawberries,  take  two  pounds 
of  borrowed  sugar,  throw  in  a quart  of 
oyster  shells  and  if  it’s  good — that’s  the 
surprise. 


SOCIETY  NOTES 

Miss  Florence  Oram,  head  of  the 
School  of  Bluffing,  is  visiting  in  town. 

Miss  Alice  Guiney,  of  Petersville,  en- 
tertained with  a party  in  honor  of  Miss 
Frances  Goehring,  whose  marriage  will 
be  an  early  fall  event. 

Miss  Mildred  Kradel  and  Rosella  Ort 
are  taking  an  extended  automobile  trip 
throughout  the  country  in  their  Maxwell 
Speedster. 


Miss  Lois  Cooper,  private  secretary  to 
John  Phillips,  is  taking  her  vacation. 

Miss  Violet  Hardin,  Tennis  Champion, 
has  won  another  loving  cup  in  Louisville. 

Miss  Helen  Lowry,  champion  of  the 
boys  in  the  January  Class,  1922,  is  visit- 
ing in  town. 

Ruth  McCrea  and  Jane  McClellan, 
who  were  injured  in  an  auto  accident  on 
the  Slippery  Rock  Road,  are  resting  nice- 
ly. They  are  under  the  care  of  Dr.  L. 
Grossman. 

Ed.  Kesselman,  manufacturer  of  fa- 
mous tonic,  “Always  Tired,”  is  spending 
his  annual  twelve  months’  vacation  on 
the  hunting  preserves  of  Leroy  Whit- 
mire. 


RUFFS 

January  Clearance  Sale 

NOW  GOING  ON 

20%  to  50%  Reduction  On  Everything 

ALL  OUR  SHOES  ARE  INCLUDED 

A.  Ruff’s  Son 


If  the  shoes  come  from 
Ruff’s,  they’ll  wear. 


Butler’s  largest 
Shoe  store 
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Miss  Mildred  Stockslager,  the  world 
renowned  classical  dancer,  is  visiting  her 
.former  school  mate,  Miss  Grace  White. 


Margaret  Puff,  a recent  member  of  the 
"Follies,”  will  open  a dancing  school  in 
Friedman’s  Cabaret. 


Paul  Muder,  the  noted  tenor,  made  a 
big  hit  last  night  at  the  Opera  House. 
His  best  selections  were  “Locked  in  the 
^Stable  with  the  Sheep,”  “I’m  a Japanese 
Ash  Can”  and  that  “Plantation  Nanny 
Goat”  melody  entitled  “Mammy.” 


Frances  Goehring  was  so  demure,  bash- 
ful and  quiet  that  we  thought  she  was 
afraid  of  the  boys.  Also  she  has  become 
so  bright  that  she  has  astounded  all. 
But  the  reason  is  now  known.  Look  at 
the  third  finger  on  the  left  hand. 


You  ambitious  young  folks  will  find  that 
there  ALWAYS  comes  a time  when  a few 
dollars  in  CASH  means  the  difference  between 
success  and  failure. 

Ability  to  save  means  a lot  to  YOU. 


THE  BUTLER  COUNTY  NATIONAL  BANK 

AND 

BUTLER  COUNTY  TRUST  COMPANY 

Combined  Capital,  Surplus  and  Profits  Over  $1,400,000.00 


At  the  occasional  debate  held  by  the 
Perfect  Lover’s  Club,  the  question  of 
“what  is  love”  was  debated  by  Jake. 
The  hen-pecked  husband  claimed  that 
love  is  a - misunderstanding  between  two 
fools. 

Lee  Grossman,  a well  known  doctor, 


Frank  G.  Hunter  is  just  worried  to 
death,  we  hear,  if  she  doesn’t  soon  get  a 
hubby.  Where’s  Jake? 

Dr.  Jake  Painter  has  accepted  the  po- 
sition in  the  Lyndora  Zoological  Garden, 
where  he  is  to  be  chief  dentist  for  the 
peacocks  and  other  fowls. 


claims  that  love  is  a hallucination  that 
makes  an  otherwise  sane  man  believe 
that  he  can  set  up  housekeeping  with  a 
gas  stove  and  a canary  bird. 


Helen  Borland,  champion  500  player 
of  the  High  School  Faculty,  won  the 
hand-painted  ice  pick  at  a recent  card 
party. 
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McBRIDE  and  DECKER 
Special  January  Reductions 

ON  ALL 

Winter  Merchandise 

BLANKETS  — BED  COMFORTS  — UNDERWEAR 
HOSIERY  — OUTINGS  — GLOVES 

McBRIDE  and  DECKER 

126  SOUTH  MAIN  STREET 

+ — ♦ 

Latest  discoveries  of  Sun  Shoe.  Tis  Why,  Edward!  You  ought  to  know 


still  a secret,  but  here’s  where  we  open  better  than  to  bet  all  your  money  on  a 

the  taps  and  let  it  out.  Sooner  or  later  flush.  You  are  liable  to  lose  and  how  is 

this  expectant  world  will  no  doubt  see  Jerry  going  to  get  to  the  show? 


the  uniting  of  a noted  dear  Hunter  and 
a famous  landscape  Painter,  whose  spec- 
ialty is  the  reproduction  of  moonlight 
scenes.  Also  another  famous  union  will 
be  that  of  heir  to  the  Grossman  medical 
knowledge  and  a girl  whom  we  know  as 
Rufus.  Jerry  Porter  is  having  some 
time.  Of  the  two  leaders  in  the  race  for 
her  hand  or  her  father’s  foot,  one  is  a 
“Bobby”  and  the  other  is  a “Chemist.” 


Call  again,  Florence,  our  lovelorn  ad- 
visor is  out  helping  to  harvest  this  week. 

Yes,  it’s  true  that  Jake  will  furnish 
new  hair  nets  to  the  A Senior  girls. 

What  will  make  my  hair  stand  up. — 
Lee. 

Reading  ghost  stories  is  the  best  way. 


QUESTION  BOX 

No,  Jane,  H.  C.  Doner  is  not  the  name 
of  a star,  but  a disease. 

We  don’t  know,  Louis,  whether  or  not 
Violet  Hardin  is  the  modest  shrinking 
violet,  so  much  mentioned  in  Bud  Fish- 
er’s  poetry.  ^ __  . _ . _ 


No,  Ruth,  don’t  ride  your  pony  to 
school.  It’s  very  risky  to  hobble.  It’s 
near  to  No.  214. 

Please  tell  me  how  to  avoid  all  the 
Freshman  girls.  They  go  wild  after  me? 
— John  Phillips. 

Try  some  of  your  famous  absence 
treatment. on  them. 


^ es,  Geraldine;  the  Senior  reception 
dance  was  a howling  success.  We  are 
still  howling  about  it  vet. 

No,  Ethel,  this  is  not  an  athletic  col- 
umn, but  Kid  Stuebgen  and  “Knock  ’em 
Stiff  Kesselman”  are  two  of  the  best 
looking  puzzle  fighters  now  in  the  roped 
arena. 

No,  positively  no!  B Seniors,  we  can 
not  tell  you  how  the  A Senior  girls 
vamped  their  teachers  for  those  wonder- 
ful marks.  That’s  a shady  secret. 

POETRY 

Riddely,  riddely,  ree, 

Just  guess  what  I can  see; 

It’s  so  fine  and  very  small , 

It  has  holes,  yet  no  holes  at  all. 

Y ou’ll  find  them  in  the  broom. 

And  most  anywhere  about  the  room. 
They  get  twisted  in  the  sweeper, 




And  just  vanish  from  the  keeper, 

They  sometimes  hang  upon  the  curtain, 
And  are  really  very  uncertain; 

Now  if  this  riddle  you  can  guess, 

I’m  sure  Jake  will  give  you  a 

DOUBLE  MESH ! 
— J.  Me. 

Li  ten  Presides,  we’ll  tell  you  a tale,  } 
Perhaps  you’ll  tell  us  you  think  it’s  stale; 
But  listen  to  it  nevertheless, 

) ou  ll  find  that  our  advice  is  best. 

At  first,  perhaps  you  think  you’re  smart; 
Oh!  well,  they  all  do  at  the  start. 

As  time  goes  on  day  by  day, 

I ou  waste  the  precious  hours  away. 

Until  you  find  in  the  second  year, 

The  goal  you  seek,  seems  not  so  near. 

— R.  Me. 


JOKES 

Johnny  Phillips  wanted  to  know  what’s 
Ikes  idea  of  tough  luck.  Ike  says  to 
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work  for  your  board  and  lose  your  ap- 
petite. 

Conversation  overheard  in  one  of  our 
well  known  barber  shops  between  “Ed.” 
Kesselman  and  barber:  “Say,  give  me  a 

nickle’s  worth  of  hair  tonic.” 

Barber — “What!  a nickle’s  worth  and 
selling  for  a dollar  a pint.  What  do  you 
want  to  do,  restore  the  eyebrows  on  a 
flea?” 

Ed. — "Nope!  Want  to  fix  my  watch. 
It’s  got  a speck  of  dandruff  in  the  hair 
spring.” 

Jane — “My  friend  was  killed  in  a 
feud.” 

Ruth — “I  wouldn’t  ride  on  one  of 
those  cheap  cars.” 

BEAUTY  HINTS 
Conducted  by  Miss  Shlagerstock 

Dear  Miss  Shlagerstock:  Will  you 

please  tell  me  how  I can  acquire  those 
wonderful  red  cheeks  such  as  Alice 


Guiney’s,  the  star  in  the  “Queen  Movies,” 
has? 

Ruth  McCrea 

Dear  Ruth:  I would  advise  you  see 

Jake  and  John  about  this  matter. 

Miss  Schlagerstock : I am  trying  to  be 

a villian.  Is  it  possible  to  acquire  that 
murderous  expression  Floyd  Steubgen 
has? 

Paul  Muder 

Dear  Paul:  The  gentleman  you  refer 

to  is  known  as  a “hard  guy,”  “a  ruff 
neck,”  “a  tough  bird.”  You  may  be- 
come likewise  by  sleeping  in  an  iron  bed, 
eating  marble  cake,  and  chewing  black 
jack  gum.  Also  try  rock  candy. 

Dear  Miss  Shlagerstock:  I am  a sad 

wild  western  cowboy.  I am  in  love  with 
a wonderful  girl,  but  she  likes  handsome 
men.  How  can  I acquire  the  perfect 
symmerty  and  knocked  knees,  which 
have  made  H.  Creston  Doner  so  infa- 
mous, in  my  continual  riding  of  ponies, 
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Miss  McNees  was  talking  about  the 
supernatural  in  English.  She  said  that 
“you  cannot  see  the  spirit.” 

Ike  Waldron — “No,  and  you  can’t  buy 
spirits  either  any  more.” 

Edna — “Oh,  yes,  she  gets  her  hair  and 
eyes  from  her  mother,  but  her  complex- 
ion she  must  inherit  from  her  father.” 
Margaret — “Her  father?” 

Edna — “Yes,  he  was  a calsominer.” 

B.  H.  S.  football  rooter’s  popular  song, 
“After  the  Ball.” 

Cres  Doner  is  responsible  for  this  one: 
“I  resolve  that  worms  become  women. 
This  is  the  proof:  A silk  worm  becomes 

silk,  silk  becomes  a dress,  and  who  ever 
saw  a silk  dress  that  did  not  become  a 
lady?” 

Our  teacher  makes  us  write  “No  talk- 
ing” three  hundred  times.  What  does 
your’s  do? 


J.  G.  & W.  Campbell 


Headquarters  for 


Sporting  Goods 


mv  legs  have  become  angry  at  each 
other  and  are  very  much  separated.  I 
would  like  to  change  this. 

John  Henry  Weeks 

Dear  John  Henry:  This  can  be  easily 
corrected  by  hanging  head  first  from  the 
chandelier  and  using  a pipe  stretcher  on 
the  unruly  limbs. 

Dear  Miss  Shlagerstock : From  eating 

so  many  nice  red  cheeked  apples  my 
teeth  have  become  exhausted  and  refuse 
to  work.  I would  like  to  change  this. 

John  Haines 

Dear  Mr.  Haines:  The  best  way  to 

get  a set  inserted  is  to  go  out  and  kick 
some  cross  bull  dog. 

Miss  Shlagerstock 


THE  FUNNIES 

Mr.  Bemis — “Edna,  how  high  is  a blast 
furnace?” 

E.  R.,  (absently) — “At  the  bottom.” 

In  French:  Ruth  G. — “He  came  up 

holding  a second  horse  in  his  hand.” 
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Automobile 


Supplies 


Sporting  Goods 


Oils,  Greases,  Tires 


Mr.  Hogg — “Who  was  Palinurus?” 
(Apiolot) 

Leroy  W. — “Wife  of  Pluto.” 

Phillips — “What  are  you  looking  for, 
a pint  of  wine?” 

Chuck — “No!  Florence  Oram  is  here 
on  time.” 


Wanted — To  secure  an  option  on  an 
apple  orchard.  Call  John  Haines. 

Wanted — New  front  teeth  by  Florence 
Oram  and  Creston  Doner. 

Wanted — Several  good  excuses  for 
missing  Tuesday  afternoons  by  Ed.  Kes- 
selman. 


Creston  Doner  was  asked  if  he  intend- 
ed to  find  a wife  when  he  got  through 
school. 

His  answer  was  that  he  didn’t  need  to 
find  one;  that  women  just  naturally 
wouldn’t  leave  him  alone. 

Is  that  true  girls? 


ADVERTISEMENTS 
Wanted — By  Bill  Koerner,  an  alarm 
clock,  guaranteed  to  go  off  at  8:30  every 
morning. 


Wanted — By  Rosella  Ort,  a pair  of 
stilts. 

Wanted — A position  to  be  somebody’s 
wife  by  John  Phillips. 

Wanted — By  Mildred  Kradel,  a nose 
not  so  shiny. 

Wanted — By  A Senior  class,  a mil- 
lionaire’s son  or  daughter  to  help  meet 
expenses. 


Special  Holiday  Show 
THE  PURVIS  THEATER 
Program  for  the  Week 

Scream  I — Kesselman  & Phillips  will  pre- 
sent a tumbling,  juggling  and 
dodging  (work)  act. 

Scream  II. — I he  Jazz  Hounds  will  per- 
form. This  is  one  of  the  cleverest 
acts  seen  on  the  stage,  this  week. 
The  leading  hounds  are  H.  Creston 
Doner,  Lee  Grossman,  John 
Haines  and  Leroy  Whitmire. 

Scream  1 1 1. —The  Three  Beauties.  These 
of  the  leading  beauties  of  the  Win- 
ter Follies  are  touring  the  country 
trying  to  make  enough  money  to 
pay  for  their  complexions  and 
have  their  hair  dressed.  They 
have  been  secured  for  this  theater 
for  this  week  only.  The  ladies  are 
known  by  the  names  of  Mildred 
Stockslager,  Margaret  Puff  and 
Edna  Riggle. 

Scream  IV. — Painter  and  Hunter  will 
present  a snappy,  clever  little  play 
entitled,  “A  Honeymoon  Behind  a 
Soda  Fountain.”  This  act  is  sure 
to  please  all. 

Scream  V.— A NIGHT  IN  STUDY 
HALL.  This  final  act  is  of  the  Sen- 
nior  High  School  class  as  the  pre- 
ceding acts.  Koerner,  Phillips  are 
the  high  lights  in  this  act  and  they 
have  spent  much  time  in  making 
it  a success. 

♦ ♦ 

Mrs.  A.  Kummer 

QUALITY 

MEATS 

Peoples  106  Bell  212-W 
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McDowells 

Laundry  and 
Dry  Cleaning 

Peoples  21  Bell  150-W 

405  South  McKean  Street 

♦ _ ^ 

ADVICE  TO  THE  LOVELORN 

Dear  Meg  Merrilies: — I’m  just  about 
to  graduate  from  a gorgeous  high  school 
which  has  just  been  built  within  recent 
years.  I have  enjoyed  the  course  very 
much.  Do  you  think  I have  a contented 
nature?  When  I am  at  school  I act  very 
quiet  and  tame,  but  oh,  Miss  Merrilies, 
you  should  see  me  when  I’m  out  with 
my  bunch,  I’m  some  wild  woman.  I 
shall  love  my  husband  desperately.  Do 
you  think  I’ll  be  a successful  wife.  Your 
answer  will  be  appreciated  very  much. 

Helen  Lowry 

Ans. — I can  just  imagine  that  you’re 
the  kind  of  a girl  who  can  have  a peppy 
time,  when  you’re  warmed  up.  You  will 
be  a good  wife,  as  you’re  a wonderful 
cook,  since  you  have  such  a contented 
nature.  You  will  have  to  keep  a close 
watch  over  your  husband,  as  he  will  be 
somewhat  flirtatious.  So  be  on  the  alert. 

♦ ~ ♦ 

H.  C.  Johnson  & Son 

TIRES 

Kelly  Springfield  Goodyear 

ATLANTIC  GAS 
AND 

ACCESSORIES 
RADIANT  FIRE  STOVES 
On  the  Diamond 
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DEIMLING  MARKET 
Groceries  and  Produce 

BOTH  PHONES 

E.  JEFFERSON  ST.  BUTLER,  PA. 


Dear  Meg  Merrilies: — May  I lay  my 
heart  at  your  feet.  I’m  in  love.  To 
my  sorrow,  it  is  true  love.  Oh,  woe  the 
day  when  we  got  a new  garbage  man; 
it  wasn’t  exactly  the  garbage  man,  but 
his  son  came  along  with  him  one  day, 
and  oh,  "I  feel  what  I can  ne’er  express, 
yet  cannot  all  conceal.” 

Tell  me  please,  shall  1 go  against  my 
parents’  wishes,  as  they  are  very  ambi- 
tious that  I marry  a butcher,  or  shall  I 
do  as  my  heart  desires.  As  this  is  a 
matter  of  great  importance,  answer  im- 
mediately. 

Edna  Riggle 

Ans. — This  is  indeed  a pitiful  experi- 
ence for  so  young  a girl  as  you.  I have 
referred  the  case  to  my  assistant,  and  we 
have  held  a consultation  in  which  we  de- 
cided that  most  millionaires  have  had  a 
humble  start.  So  go  to  it  little  girl,  take 
the  garbage  man,  and  live  scrappily  ever 
after. 

— b.h.s. — 

Dear  Meg  Merrilies: — Since  you  are  a 
woman,  and  as  I believe  very  sympathe- 
tic, 1 wish  you  would  try  to  help  me  in 
my  one  great  love  problem.  Last  sum- 
mer I had  to  buy  myself  a pair  of  shoes, 
so  I picked  myself  up,  and  to  your  city 


I went.  I got  on  the  wrong  street  car, 
but  I am  sure  it  was  fate,  cause  there  I 
saw  the  man  I shall  always  love.  But 
dear  Miss  Merrilies,  he  didn’t  see  me 
right  away.  The  minute  1 saw  him  I 
knew  he  was  the  one  for  me.  I shall  at- 
tempt to  describe  him  to  you.  He  was 
very  handsome,  being  very  short,  and 
plump,  he  possessed  a few  beautiful  light 
hairs,  and  he  had  three  awful  pretty 
white  teeth,  and  the  two  of  them  was 
right  in  the  front,  so  they  showed  off 
pretty  good.  He  was  using  a tooth  pick 
the  whole  time,  which  made  me  think  he 
was  a nice  clean  fellow.  Now  Miss  Mer- 
rilies, I told  you  how  he  didn’t  see,  but 
when  I disocvered  I was  on  the  wrong 
car  I quickly  got  up,  and  the  first  thing 
I knew  I tripped  plumb  over  his  foot; 
course  he  couldn’t  help  it  if  his  foot  was 
so  big,  and  I got  real  fussed  and  ran  out 
of  the  car,  and  1 haven’t  seen  him  since. 
Now  do  you  think  it  was  love  at  first 
sight  on  his  part,  like  it  was  on  mine? 
Do  you  think  we’ll  be  married  soon? 
Thanking  you  for  your  reply,  I am, 

Lois  Cooper 

Ans. — I’m  awfully  glad  you  wrote  to 
me  as  I can  advise  you  as  what  is  best 
to  do.  If  you'll  come  down  to  the  city, 
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DON’T  LOSE  YOUR 

TEMPER 

because  you  haven’t  been  able  to 
find  clothes  at  the  price  you  want- 
ed to  pay.  You  haven’t  tried 
Israel’s  yet,  because  when  you  do 
you  will  be  made  happy. 

M.  L.  ISRAEL 

Phone  78-R 

♦ ™ A 

and  get  on  the  same  car  every  day  for 
six  months  I'm  sure  you'll  see  him  some 
day,  then  grab  him,  and  confess  your 
love.  If  he’s  worth  trying  to  get.  Write 
to  me  when  you  find  him. 

— b.h.s. — 

Dear  Meg  Merrilies: — I’m  a young 
man  going  to  Butler  High  School;  am 
very  tall,  have  blue  eyes,  nice  teeth, 
straight  brown  hair.  They  say  my  rosy 
cheeks  are  my  main  attraction,  but  I 
think  my  personality  and  manly  stature 
and  my  everlasting  poise  will  make  me 
a success  in  my  medical  profession.  Do 
you  think  I am  handsome,  and  do  girls 
fall  for  me?  Answer  me  soon  as  pos- 
sible, and  I thank  you. 

Johnny  Haines 

Ans. — Your  complexion  must  be  very 
beautiful,  and  I advise  you  to  preserve  it 
by  rubbing  on  some  good  cold  cream 
(Daggets  and  Ramsdells)  every  night  be- 
fore going  to  bed.  Yes,  girls  like  you, 


* 4 

N.  Williams  & Bro. 


120  S.  MAIN  ST. 

♦ —A 

especially  New  England  State  girls,  after 
they  get  to  know  you.  Write  again. 

— b.h.s. — 

Dear  Meg  Merrilies Since  I'm  about 
two  hundred  miles  from  my  own  home, 
and  can’t  very  well  speak  this  affair  over 
with  my  mama,  won’t  you  please  advise 
me  as  she  would? 

I’m  placed  in  a very  difficult  position 
by  teaching  a science  class  composed  of 
a great  many  young  women.  They  are 
all  so  wonderful,  and  adorable  that  at 
times  my  head  is  simply  in  a wild  whirl. 
How  can  I remain  level  headed? 

I usually  have  a crowd  of  these  fair 
damsels  following  me  about,  so  you  see 
I’m  a great  deal  on  Lew  Cody’s  order, 
don’t  you?  Do  you  think  I’m  as  good  a 
male  vamp  as  he? 

Would  just  about  six  or  eight  very 
good  cigarettes  a day  harm  my  complex- 
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ion,  or  vanquish  the  sparkle  of  my  eyes? 

May  I write  again? 

Franklyn  Bemisderfer 

Ans. — One  more  lesson  in  the  Art  of 
Vamping,  and  I’m  certain  Lew  Cody  will 
behold  his  greatest  rival. 

Indeed.  I appreciate  that  it  is  extreme- 
ly difficult  to  remain  calm,  when  among 
such  a bevy  of  darling  girls,  but  do  not 
fear,  simply  follow  out  these  instruc- 
tions: When  whirly  feeling  is  first 

noticed,  and  when  your  eyes  insist  upon 
rolling,  look  only  at  boys,  or  out  of  the 
window,  turn  around  several  times. 
Don  t allow  students  to  ask  puzzling 
questions. 

You  should  try  to  get  a copy  of  the  fa- 
mous lecture  on  “Smoking,”  delivered 
December  15,  1921,  before  a body  of  stu- 
dents in  this  city.  Any  doubts  or  reflec- 
tions you  may  have  on  this  subject  will 
be  answered  in  the  lecture.  Come  again. 


Dear  Meg  Merrilies: — I have  the  dar- 
lingest  giggle  anyone  in  my  class  ever 
•beard.  Do  girls  like  fellows  who  giggle? 

Another  fellow  and  I have  beautiful 
complexions.  Which  one  of  us  is  the 
most  wonderful  looking?  I make  a 
brave  attempt  at  getting  my  lessons  and 
try  to  obey  my  mother.  Do  you  think 
a child  of  my  age  should  dare  to  go  as 
far  as  California  to  a college.  They  have 
such  scrumptious  banana  trees  out  there* 
that  I think  it  will  be  a great  place  to 
complete  my  education. 

Thanking  you  for  an  immediate  reply, 

I am, 

Ike  Waldron 

Ans. — You  and  your  classmate  are 
both  handsome  chaps.  I advise  you  to 
wait  a few  months  and  then  go  to  Cali- 
fornia, if  you  intend  to  attend  a uni- 
versity there,  because  the  bananas  will  be 
riper  then.  I imagine  your  giggle  is 
very  attractive. 


HARVEY  and  CAREY,  Inc. 
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§ V DIO  PLAYHOUSE 

I T If  II  HIGHEST  ATTAINMENT  IN 

LI  II  I V VAUDEVILLE  & PICTURES 


BOYS— 

Have  you  ever  had  a telephone  call  from  your  best  girl  inviting 
you  to  go  down  town  and  see  a wonderful  movie  and  then  after 
having  sat  through  an  hour  of  the  most  uninteresting  entertain- 
ment possible,  you  both  muster  up  enough  courage  to  start  for  home 
greatly  dissatisfied? 

Allow  me  to  say  this  boys,  that  the  days  are  numbered  now  when 
you  will  have  to  tolerate  shows  of  mediocre  quality.  Why  not  display 
a little  wisdom  by  hopping  on  the  Lyric  band  wagon  and  joining  the 
merry  throng  of  discriminating  theatre-goers  that  are  frequently  enjoy- 
ing the  latest  and  best  in  modern  cinema  entertainment. 

Such  stars  as  Harold  Lloyd,  Buster  Keaton,  Nazimova,  Rudolph 
Valentine,  Bebe  Daniels,  Eugene  O’Brien,  Mary  Thurman,  Marie  Pre- 
vost,  Wanda  Hawley  and  a host  of  other  popular  players  are  constantly 
before  you.  Into  the  bargain  you  can  hear  an  orchestra  of  incompar- 
able artists  which  is  an  outstanding  feature  of  this  institution.  It  fur- 
nishes splendid  accompaniment  for  the  picture  and  can  be  heard  at 
each  and  every  performance. 

Remember,  it’s  up  to  you — If  you  want  to  laugh  and  be  merry,  The 
Lyric  is  the  place — Cause  it’s  where  the  stars  twinkle  first. 

♦ ♦ 


Dear  Meg  Merrilies: — I’ve  been  a 
faithful  reader  of  this  column,  so  now 
I’m  sure  you’ll  help  me  out  of  a terrible 
scrape  I’m  in.  Josiah,  that’s  my  friend, 
and  I had  the  big  fight  last  night.  You 
know  how  awfully  practical  some  men 
are,  and  my  Josiah  is  just  that  way. 
Anyway,  we  were  walking  home  from 
church,  just  as  we’ve  done  for  a great 
many  Sundays,  only  this  night  was  a bit 
distinguished  from  other  nights,  as  it  was 
very  slippery  out.  And  I was  explaining 
all  the  glories  and  beauties  of  the  stars 
to  Josiah,  just  as  I did  most  all  the 
other  Sunday  nights.  Then  I pointed  to 
one  particularly  gorgeous  one,  and  what 
should  happen,  but  I lost  my  balance, 
swayed  towards  Josiah,  knocked  him 
over,  and  fell  right  on  top  of  him. 

Joor  Josiah  got  up,  and  told  me  as 
angry  as  he  could,  that  he  was  quite  fed 
up  on  stars.  Josiah  must  of  had  an 
awful  hard  “sit  down”  to  make  him  be 


angry  with  me,  because  he  was  usually 
just  grand  to  me,  and  seemed  very  in- 
terested in  the  stars.  Of  course  I lost 
my  temper,  and  we  haven’t  made  up  yet. 

Josiah  is  mighty  proud,  so  it’s  up  to 
me  to  do  the  speaking  first.  Please  tell 
me  how  1 should  go  about  it? 

Anne  Houston 

Ans. — As  this  is  a very  important  and 
confidential  question,  I shall  be  very  glad 
to  give  you  full  particulars,  as  to  what 
should  be  done  to  gain  Josiah’s  love 
again.  If  you  will  send  me  a self-ad- 
dressed envelope,  the  matter  will  be 
treated  with  greatest  confidence. 

— b.h.s. — 

Dear  Meg  Merrilies: — I am  an  inter- 
ested reader  of  your  love  column,  so  I 
am  taking  a moment  to  tell  you  of  my- 
self. I am  sure  you  will  be  interested. 
To  describe  myself  first,  I am  just  lovely 
built,  having  awfully  dark  hair,  and  the 
dreamiest  blue  eyes  you  ever  saw.  They 
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are  so  dreamy  that  my  French  teacher 
insists  that  I sleep  half  the  time.  Am  I 
extremely  handsome?  I like  girls  real 
well,  but  I have  never  experienced  a ter- 
rible case.  When  will  my  real  case  be- 
gin? I shall  anxiously  await  your  reply. 

Edward  Kesselman 

Ans. — You  should  be  very  careful  of 
those  dreamy  eyes.  They  are  a very 
rare  specimen,  the  kind  a great  many 
young  women  try  to  acquire.  Bathe 
them  in  a solution  of  carbolic  acid  every 
night.  This  will  give  them  a fiery  ap- 
pearance, which  added  to  the  dreaminess 
gives  an  exquisite  effect.  In  several 
months  you  will  meet  a peroxide  blonde, 
who  will  actually  dazzle  you.  Then  you 
will  know  what  cases  are! 

— b.h.s. — 

FACULTY  NUTS 

To  our  dear  teachers  so  faithful  and 
true  I think  there  is  some  mention  due; 
a few  facts  (some  intimate  ’tis  true),  if 
you  will  listen  I’ll  tell  to  you.  Some  of 


our  teachers  are  badly  afflicted  and  some 
in  a very  bad  way — for  instance  Mr. 
Whiteside  and  Miss  Ritchey  or  Mr. 
Fagan  and  Ruth  Garroway.  Some  are 
worse  off  than  others — and  soon  you’ll 
agree  with  me,  after  Susan  and  Jimmie 
are  married,  she’ll  not  be  quite  so  free. 
But  enough  of  that  kind  of  stuff,  we’ll 
leave  that  behind  us  by  far;  we’ll  talk  of 
something  of  interest,  let’s  make  it  about 
a car. 

Now  in  speaking  of  cars  it’s  hard  to 
try  to  decide  in  which  of  the  many 
models  you’d  like  to  take  a ride.  Now 
the  quaint  one  of  Miss  Purvis,  in  which 
she  arrives  each  day,  resembles  very 
closely  the  fabled  "one  hoss  shay.”  If 
you  prefer  something  • different,  you 
might  go  to  Martha  Orr  and  ask  for  a 
ride  in  her  Buick,  she  ne’er  refused  one 
before;  or  if  you  don’t  care  for  coupes 
and  like  a touring  better — petition  Miss 
O’Brien  with  a correct  business  letter. 
Perhaps  you’re  buying  a car  and  want 

♦ ♦ 

Ben  Franklin  says: 

“SPEND  TIME  AND 
MONEY  WISELY” 

Dope  it  out  along  this  line : 

1.  Plan  before  you  spend. 

2.  Keep  a personal  account. 

3.  Remember  that  one  of  the 
first  requirements  for  a sue-  ; 
cessful  life  is  the  ability  to 
manage  wisely  your  personal 
affairs  — especially  the  finan- 
cial. 

National  Thrift 
Week 

JANUARY  17-23,  1922 
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Under  direction  of  Industrial 
Dept.  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
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one  to  stand  lots  of  use;  just  ask  Mr. 
Frederick  how  his  Dodge  stands  abuse. 
Last  but  not  least  is  a Ford  coupe;  it 
belongs  to  Miss  Critchlow.  I never  saw 
her  driving  it  but  I reckon  it’s  not  very 
slow. 

Now  I’ve  discussed  cars  enough  and 
now  I think  I’ll  desist,  and  just  talk  of 
the  teachers  who  are  new  in  our  midst. 
I am  not  well  acquainted  with  them  and 
can’t  go  into  detail  and  tell  any  tales 
upon  them,  (so  I’ll  not  be  put  in  jail). 
Miss  Hervey,  at  Westminster  made  a 
May  queen  sweet — but  when  she  came  to 
B.  H.  S.  she  fell  for  a big  athlete. 

A quiet  and  demure  little  teacher  is 
our  own  little  Miss  Lester.  I’d  like  to 
see  the  Freshman  who  with  impunity 
would  pester. 

I asked  Miss  Bartley  her  hobby,  she 
told  me  the  next  time  I saw  her,  “My 
hobby  is  Freshmen,”  she  said,  “I  like 
them  better  the  greener  they  are.”  In 
my  queries  about  Miss  Crouse,  I should 


like  to  know  whose  paying  her  court? 
But  all  that  I found  out  was  “That  she 
is  a mighty  good  sport.”  In  my  inquir- 
ies about  Miss  Campbell,  I learned,  she 
makes  Freshmen  walk  “quick  step;”  that 
she  graduated  from  Westminster  and  is 
just  chuck  full  of  PEP.  In  my  confab 
with  Miss  Haydon,  I asked  her  to  tell 
me  something  funny,  and  what  do  you 
think  she  gave  me — A HUGE  SMILE 
THAT  WAS  “SUNNY.” 

Miss  Wallace  has  an  awful  time  mak- 
ing B Juniors  behave.  What  if  she  had 
B Freshmen  who  were  as  wild  as  a lion 
in  a cave.  Down  on  the  first  floor  Miss 
Findley,  who  is  so  quiet  and  sedate,  is 
here  her  only  amusement  to  see  the 
stragglers  who  are  late,  (Gosh!  At  the 
rate  I’m  going  you’ll  soon  get  tired 
reading — but — gee — if  you  had  the  job 
I’ve  got — away  from  here  you’d  be 
speeding).  Miss  Hepler  is  the  last  that 
I will  mention  here — but  let  me  whisper 
something — Mr.  Mclsaac — Mr.  Jenkins 


♦ ™ 
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Hickey-Freeman  Clothes 

EXCLUSIVE 

Clothiers  and  Furnishers 


136  S.  MAIN  ST. 


FOR 

Men  and  Boys 


BUTLER,  PA. 


doth  fear.  Now  that  I’ve  mentioned 
those  I should  like  to  say  “AMEN,”  but 
I am  only  beginning — say  let’s  talk 
about  “FAT”  men. 

First  in  line’s  kind  Daddy  Turner — 
if  he’d  go  ’way  an’  leave  us  behind — 
each  time  we’d  sit  on  a desk  top — 
’would  recall  him  to  our  minds.  Let’s 
see  now — there’s  Mr.  Feree  who  is  an- 
other jolly  fat  man.  Wouldn’t  it  be 
jolly  to  see  him  slip  on  the  skin  of  a 
banan’? 

The  smallest  of  the  fat  men  is 
“Bucky,”  Professor  Irvine,  to  be  polite, 
but  it  shows  the  affection  better  to  have 
nicknames  (not  in  spite).  Now  “Bob” 
Wick’s  not  a fat  man,  but  he’s  rather 
stout.  You  know  Bob’s  the  singing 
teacher  who  teaches  us  how  to  shout. 

Now  let’s  let  the  fat  men  go,  and 


give  the  English  teachers  a chance.  You 
know  Miss  Stone’s  one  of  them  who 
surely  loves  to  dance.  Next  door  to 
her’s,  Miss  Irvine,  I’m  afraid  her  sedate- 
ness is  fleeing — what  do  you  know  about 
it?  She’s  going  to  take  up  skiing.  Down 
on  the  first  floor,  Miss  Susan  Rose — on 
English  she  is  a shark.  I believe  she’d 
have  corrected  Noah,  for  language  he 
used  on  the  Ark.  Miss  Mechling  has 
the  best  (?)  job  of  all  looking  after  the 
books;  I’d  be  afraid  that  from  some  old 
texts  would  jump  seventy-’leven  spooks. 
With  dear  Miss  Rose  McNees  this  High 
School  couldn’t  part;  why  she  even  lent 
a helping  hand  to  give  the  Press  Club  a 
start. 

Now  let’s  get  the  Commercial  Marms 
— 1 like  them  every  one — there’s  isn’t  a 
single  one  of  them  not  in  for  some  of 


♦ ♦ 

Thompson’s  Ice  Cream  Parlor 

“The  Home  of  Good  Eats” 

Hot  Chocolate  and  Hot  Lunches 

A SPECIALTY 

OUR  PRICES  ARE  RIGHT 

JOHN  M.  LINAMEN,  Prop. 
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Character  and  Capital 


The  first  is  strengthened,  the  second 
increased  by  regular  saving. 

Even  more  valuable  than  the 
money  saved,  sometimes,  are  the 
habits  and  strength  of  character  de- 
veloped in  its  saving. 

Wasteful,  extravagent  and  care- 
less habits  not  only  leave  a person 
poor  but  they  destroy  working 
power,  efficiency  and  skill. 

Start  a savings  account  with  the 
Butler  Savings  and  Trust  Company. 
You  will  accumulate  capital  and 
the  strength  to  use  it. 


Butler  Savings  & Trust  Co. 

Butler,  Pa. 

The  Million  Dollar  Capital  and  Surplus  Bank 
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the  fun.  Miss  Mary  O’Brien’s  been  men- 
tioned before,  but  I’ll  mention  her  again; 
just  go  to  her  if  you  want  to  know  where 
to  get  stocks  at  a big  bargain.  Miss 
Anna  Brier,  in  her  H.  S.  days  was  sure 
some  typing  “speeder,”  but  you  couldn’t 
guess  in  a thousand  years  that  she  was 
once  a parade  leader.  Miss  Mary  Wig- 
ton’s  a little  red-head,  good  friends  she 
has  very  many — She  said  she  thought 
love’s  like  sour  pickles,  ’cause  she  never 
tasted  any.  Miss  Helen  Mosser’s  an- 
other red-head — she’s  just  new  at  the 
teaching  game.  But  I’ll  tell  you  this  if 
you  knew  her,  you’d  fall  in  love  with 
her  just  the  same. 

Amen  for  the  Commercial  teachers — 
for  Mr.  Koons,  too,  amen,  ’cause  you 
know  he’s  going  to  be  married,  but  good- 
ness only  knows  when. 

The  newest  Commercial  teacher  is 
Miss  Jahnig;  she’s  awfully  prim  in  her 
looks.  If  you  want  an  example  of  her 


neatness,  just  look  at  her  book-keeping 
books. 

Mr.  Mclsaac  has  a cute  “musn’t 
touch,”  and  he  always  walks  in  a rush. 
It  has  finally  leaked  out— however  it  did 
— that  on  Miss  Hepler  he  has  a crush. 

The  Domestic  Science  teachers  are 
Miss  Siebert  and  Miss  Jones — they  will 
not  stand  for  any  nonsense  or  buy  us 
any  ice  cream  cones. 

Miss  Mary  McNees  to  the  dear  little 
Freshies  is  a handy  traffic  cop — If 
’twasn’t  for  her  guiding  hand,  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  hall  to  chat  they’d  stop. 

fifr.  Bemisderfer’s  failings  are  chem- 
istry and  girls.  He  likes  pretty  ones  for 
pupils,  especially  if  they  have  curls. 

Mr.  Summerville  teaches  Arithmetic, 
what  else  I do  not  know — but  I’ll  tell 
you  he’s  sort  of  vampy  and  in  his  eyes — 
such  a loving  glow. 

In  my  inquiry  about  Mr.  Pillow,  I 
didn’t  learn  very  much — but  I learned 


Graduation  and 
Party  Dresses 

Dresses  of  Taffeta  shown  in  even- 
ing shades  are  priced  at  25.00  to 

42.50. 

Dresses  of  Faille  Velvet  shown  in 
evening  shades,  priced  at  45.00  and 

47.50. 

Dresses  for  all  occasions  range  in 
price  at  15.00  up. 

Reiber’s 

The  Store  Accommodating 
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SHINDLEDECKER  & SUTTER 
Groceries  and  Meats 


2 STORES: 


370  E.  JEFFERSON 


194  RACE 


that  his  name  belied  his  head,  and  so  on 
and  so  forth  and  such. 

Professor  Gibson  as  a farmer-preacher, 
surely  looks  awfully  dear;  and  when  he 
preaches  alphabetically,  you  surely  sit  up 
to  hear. 

Mr.  Schattschneider  and  Miss  Cousins 
have  strenuous  work  to  do  teaching  gym 
to  us  boneheads,  ’tis  no  wonder  they’d 
sometimes  be  blue. 

Now  my  job  is  almost  finished,  but  I 
must  say  something  nice  about  Anne. 
She’s  amiable,  sweet,  kind-hearted  and 
true  and  a cheering  athletic  fan.  She’ll 
do  anything  for  the  Magnet;  she’d  work 
for  it  ’till  her  dying  breath,  and  she’d 
still  be  thinking  of  it  when  laid  out  in 
cold,  cold  death. 

— b.ii.s. — 

Pr°f- — "Success,  gentlemen,  has  four 
conditions.” 

Voice  from  the  Back  Row — "Tough 
luck,  the  Secretary  will  kick  it  out  of 
college.” — Burr. 


Duzz  Frank  Hunter  aspire  2 be  a grate 
Painter?  Oh,  no,  of  course  not! 

— B.H.S. 

A famous  truth  tho  ne’er  expressed, 
I’ve  hereby  jotted  down; 

That  Butler  from  a village, 

Arose  to  be  a town; 

Then  cast  its  chains  of  bondage, 

And  coined  this  little  ditty, 

That : Butler  will  shine  2 nite, 

Cause  Butler  is  a city. 

Chorus: 

Butler  will  shine  2 nite, 

Butler  will  shine, 

Butler  will  shine  Z nite, 

Butler  will  shine, 

Butler  will  shine  2 nite, 

Butler  will  shine, 

When  the  sun  goes  down  and  moon 
comes  up, 

Butler  will  shine. 

— B.H.S. — 

We  wonder  if  blank  verse  (?)  was  not 
instigated  by  the  use  of  cuss  words? 


LARKIN  & COMPANY 

MANUFACTURERS  OF 

Packers  of  All  Kinds 

SAND  PUMPS 

DRILLING  AND  FISHING  TOOLS 
BUTLER,  PA. 
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The  Evans  Manufacturing  Co.,  Ltd. 

Manufacturers  of 

Gas  and  Gasoline  Engines— Metal  Foundry 

BUTLER,  PA. 
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CL/455  AMBITIONS 
Creston  Doner — Tailor’s  dummy. 

Lee  Grossman — To  own  a sedan. 

John  Haines— Leading  tenor  at  the 
Butler. 

Ed.  Kesselman — To  catch  a “dear. 

Bill  Koerner — To  live  in  Utopia. 

Paul  Muder — Football  hero  of  Har- 
vard. 

Jake  Painter — To  Hunt — her. 

John  Phillips — To  grow  a large  mus- 
tache. 

Floyd  Stuebgen — To  drive  a bus  to 
Saxonburg. 

Chuck  Wachsmuth — “A  farmer’s  life 
for  me.” 

Clayton  Waldron— To  smoke  without 
getting  sick. 

John  Weeks — To  write  a dictionary. 
Leroy  Whitmire — To  referee  a Roman 
prize  fight. 

Helen  Borland — To  be  a “village 
vamp.” 

Lois  Cooper — “To  be  somebody  s dar- 
ling.” 

Laurine  Espy — To  be  a possessor  of 
eats  “Eatz.” 


Frances  Goehring — To  rule  a hus- 
band. 

Alice  Guiney — To  be  leading  lady  in 
opera  at  Petersville. 

Violet  Hardin— To  take  a trip  to  St. 
Louis,  Lewis. 

Frank  Hunter— To  be  a Painter. 
Mildred  Kradel — To  marry  her  first 
employer. 

Helen  Lowry — To  dance  in  a Russian 
ballet. 

Jane  McClellan— To  be  president  of 
United  States. 

Ruth  McCrea — To  be  champion  swim- 
mer of  world. 

Florence  Oram — To  be  somebody’s 
“little  girl.” 

Rosella  Ort — To  be  six  feet  tall. 
Geraldine  Porter — A o run  a typew  riter 
out  of  town. 

Margaret  Puff — To  be  a bookseller. 
Edna  Riggle — To  be  a soda  jerker. 
Ethel  Sarver — To  ride  in  an  Essex. 
Mildred  Stockslager — To  make  a new 
catalogue  of  the  stars. 

Grace  White  — To  be  somebody’s 
stenog. 
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HEADQUARTERS 

J.  W.  BAYER 

For  School  Supplies  and  a 

Complete  Line  of  Sporting 

GROCERIES 

Goods. 

VEGETABLES 

SPALDING’S  ONLY 

and  PRODUCE 

Lichty’s  Book  Store 

ICE  CREAM 

241  S.  MAIN  ST. 

400  Franklin  Street 

BUTLER,  PA. 

Bell  Phone  24- W Peoples  444 
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GRAND  UNION  TEA  CO. 

Two  Coffees  with  a 
National  Reputation 
forPurityandStrength 

112  WEST  JEFFERSON  STREET 

PEOPLES  PHONE  173-K 


Tinkling  cymbals  and  sounding  brass, 
Here  s a little  tail  of  the  Senior  Class; 
Without  Creston  Doner  they’d  be  kwite 
glum, 

Believe  me  Cres,  that’s  going  some! 

He’s  as  nice  to  the  ladies  a zz  they  are  to 
him ? 

Praps  that  s the  ree^on  he  stays  sew  thin. 
He’s  so  handsom  and  big,  like  the  jolly 
old  elves, 

That  the  girls  all  admire  him  in  spite  of 
themselves. 

— Ray  Vaughn 
— b.h.s. — 

As  an  afterthought:  What  would  you 
do  if,  instead  of  being  “Rocked  in  the 
Cradle  of  the  Deep”  you  were  “Locked  in 
the  Stable  with  the  Sheep.” 

— b.h.s. — 

The  wise  old  owl  often  gets  many 
slams.  But  perhaps  the  most  trying  is 
that  he  is  hooted  at  by  his  fellows. 


As  I sit  and  idly  ponder, 

At  the  fearful  shame, 

Of  lo  t pleasure  when  I wander,, 

From  this  hall  of  fame; 

Life  will  be  a fitful  shadow, 

All  beset  with  fears, 

When  I leave  Dame  Learning’s  meadow, 
Of  these  four  brief  years. 

— Cal  Semine 
— b.h.s. — 

Rosie  Ort  had  a hard  time  to  go  to  the 
Senior  reception. 

Rosie  asked  her  mother,  “Can  I go  to 
the  party  as  a milk  maid?” 

Mother — “No,  dear,  you  are  too 
small.” 

Rosie — “Can  I go  as  a condensed  milk 
maid?” 

— b.h.s. — 

“Get  thee  behind  me,  Satan — and  slip 
the  snuff  in  my  hip  pocket,”  is  the  mod- 
ern version.” — Nashville  Tennessean. 


ZIMMERMAN’S  SPECIALTY  STORE 
JACK  TAR  TOGS 

FOR  GIRLS  AND  MISSES 

The  ideal  clothes  for  school  and  sports  wear.  Dresses 
Middies,  Skirts  and  Blouses. 
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HASH! 

We  hereby  speak 
Of  Ruth  McCrea, 

Who  got  hitched  up 
The  other  day; 

She  no  doubt  makes 
A model  wife, 

And  charms  some 
Henpecked  husband’s  life. 

And  then  we  sing 
Of  Jerry  Porter, 

Who  makes  big  eyes 
At  a measly  quarter; 

We  cant  explain  in 
Verse  or  rhyme 
The  rea:on  that 
She’s  “doing  time.” 

And  still  we  throw 
A verse  or  two 
About  the 
Presidential  cue, 

Like  rainbow’s  made 
Of  sun  and  ram, 

The  boys  admit 
That  she’s  “Some  Jane.” 

But  yet  our 

Fountain  pen  still  works 
And  slings  these  rhymes 
In  jumps  and  jerks, 

Which  speak  sweet  things 
Of  dear  Bill  Koerner, 

Who  married  a girl 
’Cause  he  couldn’t  spurn’er. 


But  we  almost 
Forgot  Flo  Oram, 

Who  bought  goloshes 
And  never  wore  ’em, 

And  before  we  pitch 
Our  evening  camp 
We  wish  to  state 
That  she’s  some  vamp. 

And  in  this  fleeting. 
Panting  breath 
We’ll  tell  you  of 
A mournful  death, 

We  all  bewail 
Our  poor  Ike  Waldron, 
Who  fell  head  first 
In  a bean  soup  cauldron. 

And  since  we  have 
Our  second  wind, 

I’ll  start  again 
As  I be  ginned. 

This  sorrowful  tale 
Is  of  Edna  Riggle 
Who  never  can  shimmy, 
Because  she  can’t  wiggle. 

And  then  you  see, 

For  Frankies’  sake  we 
Must  here  insert 
The  name  of  Jakie, 
Then  too,  we’ll  mention 
Johnny  Weeks, 

Who  never  talk, 

Nor  laughs  nor  squeaks. 


W.  W.  MILLER 

NEW  SYSTEM  BAKERY 

123-125  West  Jefferson  Street 
We  Specialize  in 

GOOD  THINGS  TO  EAT 
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We’ll  also  speak 
Of  Creston  Doner 
Theoretically  speaking 
He’s  a boner; 

We  won’t  forget 
Sweet  Mid  Stockslager, 

Who  would  make  the  wife 
Of  an  undertaker. 

And  now  we’ll  bid 
To  such  as  you 
A grateful,  heartfelt, 

Fond  adieu, 

And  if  these  thoughts 
Of  humor  lack 
We  promise  you 
We’ll  answer  back. 

— b.h.s. — 

Miss  O’Brien  recommends  an  “Ever- 
sharp”  pencil  for  the  Commercial  stu- 
dents, but  she  thinks  a “Neversharp” 
pencil  is  not  one  of  the  best. 


SCANDAL  IN  THE  HIGH  SCHOOL 

Some  people  like  short  stories  and 
some  long  ones,  but  most  people  like 
original  ones  so  I will  tell  one  which 
grew  out  of  the  Senior  reception. 

Most  everyone  knows  Clyde  McFad- 
den.  Well  Clyde  played  the  part  of  a 
little  boy  in  the  play  given  by  the  B 
Seniors  at  the  reception.  We’ll  admit 
he  can  play  the  part  perfectly,  for  he 
went  with  two  other  boys  down  to  the 
Recreation  Room  to  play  a game  of  pool 
and  Harry  Phipps  came  in,  looked  him 
over,  seized  him  and  marched  him  out 
of  the  pool  room  admidst  his  protesta- 
tions and  the  general  laughter  of  the 
crowd  in  the  room.  He  hurried  back  to 
school  and  hurriedly  disinterred  himself 
from  the  obnoxious  dress  of  a child  in 
which  he  was  robed. 


▼ — 4 
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The  Mardorf  Co. 

CAMPBELL’S 

25c 

GOOD 

Department  Store 

345-347  S.  Main  St.,  Butler,  Pa. 

FURNITURE 

Come  in  and  look  around. 

ALFRED  A.  CAMPBELL 

We  sell  ’most  everything. 

J 

337-39  South  Main  St. 

i 
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THOMPSON  BROS.  ICE  CREAM  CO. 

Manufacturers  of 

Plain  and  Fancy  Ice  Cream  and  Ices 

“WE  HAVE  YOUR  KIND” 

Both  Phones  400  W.  North  Street  Butler,  Pa. 


TO  THE  LITTLE  ONES  OF 
BUTLER  HI 

For  the  last  couple  of  years,  in  fact 
ever  since  the  new  High  School  has  been 
built,  there  has  been  a great  deal  of  dis- 
order resulting  from  a gang  of  small 
creatures  known  as  Freshmen.  Most  of 
them  are  so  small  that  they  can  run  be- 
tween the  legs  of  the  Seniors,  and  they 
could  use  the  bannisters  most  advan- 
tageously, as  sliding  boards.  Their  par- 
ents desired,  before  they  would  allow 
them  to  attend  High  School,  that  a 
check  room  would  be  supplied  in  which 
they  could  check  their  dollies  and  car- 
riages, and,  if  necessary,  their  teddy 
bears. 

The  following  rules  have  been  drawn 
up  by  the  Senior  class,  to  govern  the  con- 
duct of  the  Freshmen: 

1.  When  you  arrive  at  school,  please 
call  up  your  mother,  she  might  think  you 
are  lost. 

2.  Don’t  disobey  Mr.  Turner.  He’s 
assistant  principal. 

3.  Traffic  rules  require  all  Freshmen 
to  park  their  kiddy  kars  on  the  right 
hand  side  of  the  doorways. 

4.  Don’t  call  Miss  Purvis,  Miss 
O’Brien;  or  Harry  Fagan,  Mr.  Turner. 

5.  Don’t  chew  gum  in  school;  it  keeps 
the  teachers  awake. 

6.  Get  up  in  time  to  let  your  mother 
dress  you,  as  you  might  put  your 
clothes  on  backwards. 


7.  After  putting  ink  on  your  pen, 
don’t  lick  it  off  as  it  might  rust  the  pen. 

8.  Call  all  the  men  teachers,  “Profes- 
sor,” they  like  it. 

9.  Freshmen  under  three  feet  in 
heighth,  must  carry  red  signal  flags  to 
avoid  being  tramped  upon. 

10.  Freshmen  will  be  allowed  rubber 
toys  only.  Rattles  annoy  the  study  pu- 
pils. 

11.  Don’t  chew  your  pencil;  if  you  are 
in  the  habit  of  eating  between  meals 
please  bring  a lunch. 

12.  Don’t  use  your  chapel  seats  for 
beds;  if  you  are  sleepy  report  at  the 
office,  and  Mr.  Irvine  will  waken  you  up. 

13.  It  will  help  you  a great  deal  if 
you  learn  to  sign  your  own  report,  so 
that  you  need  not  carry  them  home. 

14.  It  will  prevent  a great  many  ac- 
cidents if  the  Freshmen  provide  them- 
selves with  Klaxons  to  use  in  going 
through  the  halls. 

ALSO 

Do  you  own  thinking. 

Fight  your  own  battles. 

Pay  your  own  debts. 

Correct  your  own  mistakes. 

Keep  your  own  secrets. 

Follow  your  own  ideas. 

Be  your  own  self. 

Answer  your  own  prayers. 

Mind  your  own  business. 
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Martincourt  & Daugherty 


Carry  the  Largest  Line  of 

Trunks,  Bags  and 
Suit  Cases 

in  Butler  County. 

No  matter  what  kind  of  a Bag 
or  Trunk  you  want,  we  have 
it. 

128  East  Jefferson  Street 
BUTLER,  PA. 


Butler  Buick  Co. 

On  the  Diamond 
BUICK  and  CADILLAC 
“The  Most  for  the  Money” 


LEITH’S 

Flowers  for  all 
Occasions 

317  South  Main  Street 
BUTLER,  PA. 


SENIOR  PROVERBS 

1.  Ten  recitations  save  a final  exami- 
nation. 

2.  Do  Higher  Algebra  or  it  will  do 
you. 

3.  Late  to  bed,  late  to  rise  and  study 
hall  promises  sighs. 

4.  A haughty  Senior  gathers  no  wis- 


dom 

5. 

6. 
7. 


Hard  study  makes  no  repining. 
Don’t  put  study  before  pleasure. 
Great  Seniors  from  tiny  Freshmen 

grow. 

8.  A good  looking  Senior  fellow  is 
worse  than  a village  “vamp.” 

9.  Fifteen  minutes  before  class  is  suf- 
ficient. 

10.  All  the  lies  have  never  been  told. 

11.  You  can  always  tell  a Senior  by 
the  way  he  sings. 

12.  A Senior  knows  no  privileges. 

13.  A Seniors — Poverty  is  no  crime. 


14.  They  will  never  set  the  river  on 
fire — A Seniors. 

15.  Great  oaks  from  little  acorns 
grow.  Take  heart  Rosella. 

16.  Clothes  do  not  make  the  man, 
but  clothes  made  the  Sr.  party. 

17.  They  agree  like  cats  and  dogs — 
the  faculty  and  students. 

18.  Diplomas  cannot  be  gained  in  a 
day. 

19.  After  a storm  comes  graduation. 

20.  It  s an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody 
any  good — Study  Hall. 

21.  A new  broom  sweeps  clean. — Mr. 
Turner. 

22.  Beyond  graduation  lies  peace. 

23.  He  is  worth  his  weight  in  gold — 
A Senior. 

24.  Speak  of  angels  and  you  hear  the 
fluttering  of  their  wings — Mr.  Irvine. 

25.  Commencement  is  much  ado 
about  nothing 
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H.  E.  McCLAIN  R-  B.  WALDRON 

McCLAIN  & WALDRON 
Jewelers 

WATCH  REPAIRING  OUR  SPECIALTY 


Phone 

111  North  Main  Street 

— 

You  gave  me  the  key  to  your  heart,  my 
love, 

Now  why  do  you  make  me  knock f 
Why  that  was  last  night,  sakes  above, 
Since  then  I’ve  changed  the  lock. — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

Opportunity  is  a slippery  chap  and  if 
I were  trying  to  catch  him  I would  not 
only  stand  ready  to  grab  him,  but  would 
smear  my  hands  with  glue,  so  that  he 
could  not  get  away,  and  if  by  any 
chance  he  did  escape,  I would  use  up  all 
the  run  I had  in  me  in  an  endeavor  to 
overtake  him.  I would  not  sit  still  and 
repine;  the  man  who  sits  still  gets  dust 
on  his  clothes  and  if  he  sits  still  long 
enough  that  dust  becomes  a heap  and 
people  walk  over  him  and  do  not  know 
or  forget  that  he  is  there— Ex. 

— b.h.s — 

“What  is  the  best  color  for  a bride?” 

“I  prefer  a white  one.” — Widow. 

’ Tseful  giftsT* 

Electrical  Things  make  love- 
ly gifts  and  can  be  used  the 
year  round.  We  are  head- 
quarters for  “Things  Electri- 
cal.” 

The  Electric  Shop 

JOHN  E.  FLACK,  Prop. 
“Class  ’99” 

115  W.  Jefferson  St. 


144 

BUTLER,  PA. 

♦ 

“Father  says  he  is  tired  working  his 
son’s  way  through  college.” — Bean  Pot. 

— b.h.s. — 

Verse  accompanying  the  Donation  of 
a “Big  Ford  Roadster”  to  little  Mr.  Tur- 
ner by  the  departing  Senior  Klas! 

May  this  in  all  the  future  years, 

And  years  now  passing  by, 

Convey  you  to  your  destination, — 
BUTLER  SENIOR  HIGH! 

And  if  she  should  commence  to  squeak, 
Or  balk  and  quit — Don’t  cuss, 

Just  oil  ’er  up,  with  ihree-in-one 
And  hold  one  thot  of  us; 

But  if  you  find  she  runs  as  well 
As  e’er  she  did  before, 

Forget  about  the  three-in-one, 

And  think  of  us  the  more ! 

Ray  Vaughn. 

— b.h.s. — 

The  price  of  the  books  for  United 
States  history  is  $150  a set,  $3  per  book. 
We  can  imagine  the  following  conversa- 
tion : 

“Instructor — 'Have  you  studied  to- 
day’s, lesson?’ 

“Student — 'No,  sir;  I can  t afford  to. 

— Voo  Qoo. 

B.H.S. 

“And  have  you  a father?”  asked  the 
charity  worker  of  the  urchin. 

“Nope,”  he  replied.  “Pa  died  of  ex- 
posure.” 

“Poor  man!  How  did  it  happen?” 

“Another  guy  snitched  and  they  hung 
him.” — T iger. 
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<■  TROUTMAN  S SONS 

Butler’s  Shopping 
Center 

THE  BIG  STORE,  SITUATED  AS  IT  IS,  IN 
THE  HEART  OF  BUTLER’S  BUSINESS  SEC- 
TION IS  THE  IDEAL  SHOPPING  PLACE. 

The  new  Harmony  and  Short  Line  terminal  is 
directly  in  our  rear  on  Cunningham  St.  Busses  to 
Slippery  Rock  and  all  points  north  depart  from  and 
arrive  at  this  store.  Busses  to  and  from  Saxonburg 
make  several  trips  daily. 

Our  four  great  floors  are  constantly  filled  with 
all  that’s  newest  and  best  in  Dry  Goods,  Carpets, 
Draperies,  China,  Cut  Glass,  Ready-to-Wear  Gar- 
ments and  Millinery. 

Controlling  as  we  do  the  largest  business  in  this 
section  of  the  state  and  buying  in  immense  quanti- 
ties, we  are  in  a position  to  far  undersell  all  compe- 
tition. 
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STYLE-PLUS  CLOTHES  and  STEIN  BLOCK  CLOTHES 

THEY  ARE  INSURED 

They  portray  style’s  latest  ideas  in  fashionable  apparel  for  young 
men.  They’re  nationally  advertised,  popularly  priced  and  fully  pro- 
tected by  a certificate  of  guarantee. 

Perhaps  you’ll  say,  “I’ve  heard  of  them.” 

We  say  we  want  you  “TO  SEE  THEM.”  The  Young  Men’s  Clothes 
that  are  ahead  in  style,  ahead  in  quality  and  ahead  in  value. 

TRY  “EM”  AND  SEE  THE  DIFFERENCE 

KIRKPATRICK  BROS. 

::  134  S.  MAIN  ST. 

♦ 


“BOOK  LANGUAGE’’ 

Did  you  ever  consider  the  price  of  our 
Books, 

Of  Algebra,  Latm,  and  such? 

Why  your  much-misused  Speller  costs 
forty-eight  cents, 

And  then  you  don’t  look  at  it  much! 

Smith’s  Latin  Book  costs  us  ju:t  five 
times  two  bits, 

And  Botany,  forty  cents  more; 

An  R.  Sr  K.  English  costs  one  twenty- 
five, 

Brooks  English  is  just  eighty-four. 

Mr.  Hogg  gives  the  Juniors  a Cicero 
Book, 

The  price  of  which  isn’t  so  tame ; 

One  sixty  will  buy  it,  but  if  you  want 
more, 

A Ceasar  will  co  t you  the  same. 


Tho’  M.  Sr  M.  History  is  one  ninety-six. 

For  Websetr’s  one  eighty  is  plenty ; 

Higher  Algebra  ranks  with  the  first  His- 
tory named, 

Plane  Geometry  reaches  one-twenty. 

The  Types  of  Short  Story  are  forty  or 
more, 

Astronomy  sells  for  one-thirty; 

You  receive  them  all  fresh  from  the  fac- 
tory but  yet 

You  hand  them  all  back,  soiled  and  dirty. 

I could  ramble  along  on  the  price  of  our 
books, 

’Till  the  Earth  hid  it’s  face  in  disgust; 

But  instead  I appeal  to  your  sense  of 
fair  play, 

Which  I hope  hasn’t  started  to  rust. 

Ray  Vaughn 


To  eliminate  all  Your  Tire  Troubles  and  One-Half  Your 
Tire  Expense— Use  GATES  HALF-SOLE  TIRES,  Guaran- 
teed Puncture-Proof  for  3500  Miles. 

Gates  Super-Tread  Tires  Gates  Tested  Tubes 

ACCESSORIES  — VULCANIZING— GASOLINE  — OILS 

Campbell’s  Auto  Supply 

Peoples  1408-K  355  Center  Ave.  (Next  to  Diehl’s  Bakery) 

Bell  763-J  W.  C.  (Mose)  Campbell 
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ASK  FOR 

DIEHL’S  BREAD 


SOLD  BY  ALL  GROCERS 

.♦ 


DON’TS 

These  don’ts  have  been  gathered  to- 
gether for  the  amusement  of  everyone 
with  the  hope  that  they  may  not  hurt 
anyone’s  feelings.  You  may  take  to 
yourself  any  that  seems  applicable. 

TABLE  DON’TS 

Don’t  overload  your  fork.  Use  a 
tablespoon. 

Don’t  drink  your  coffee  out  of  a sau- 
cer. It  stretches  your  mouth. 

Don’t  bend  over  the  table.  Have  the 
table  raised  to  meet  your  chin. 

Don’t  forget  your  glasses.  They  may 
save  having  your  eyes  poked  out  by  the 
spoon  in  your  cup. 

Don’t  eat  spagetti  without  using 
splashers.  Think  of  a Ford  in  a country 
road. 

SPEECH  DON’TS 

Don’t  say  yes  when  you  mean  uh-huh. 

Don’t  use-  English  when  American  is 
just  as  good. 

Don’t  say  “yep”  for  yes  ma’am.” 

Don’t  say  “Get  me”  for  “Did  you 
catch  the  drift  of  the  avalanche  which 
detached  itself  from  my  storehouse  of 


DUFFY’S  STORE 


1823  1921 

DRY  GOODS 
CARPETS 

> — ♦ 

information  and  rolled  its  ponderous 
course  down  the  steep  of  my  sharpened 
lingual  member?” 

MAJOR-GENERAL  DON’TS 

Don’t  whisper  in  chapel — shouting  at- 
tracts just  as  much  attention. 

Don’t  pay  any  attention  to  zeroes,  be- 
cause they  are  nothing. 

Don’t  neglect  to  thank  a person  who 
holds  a door  open  for  you.  It  is  pos- 
sible that  he  is  not  paid  for  doing  it. 

Don’t  be  over  familiar  with  the  boys — 
remember  their  hands  are  usually  dirty 
and  laundry  is  expensive  in  Butler. 

— b.h.s. — 

Carlotta — “You’re  not  a bit  polite.” 

Carl — “How  so?” 

Carlotta — “Every  time  I tried  to  say 
a word  at  the  football  game  you  would 
shout,  “Hold  that  line.” — W.  & J. 

— b.h.s. — 

Doctor — “I’d  advise  that  you  retire  to 
some  quiet  retreat  where  you  will  be 
cut  off  from  all  communications  with 
the  outside  world.” r 

Patient — “I’ve  got  it;  Doc. — A tele- 
phone booth.” — W.  & J. 


IF  YOU  ARE  ONE  OF  BUTLER’S  PARTICULAR 
DRESSERS,  COME  HERE  FOR  YOUR  NEXT 
SUIT,  OVERCOAT  OR  HAT 

W5V1.  ROCKENSTEIN 

141  S.  Main  Street  BUTLER,  PA. 

™ ♦ 
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FRIEDMAN’S  MARKET 
Honest  Quality-Fair  Dealing 

BUTLER’S  FINEST  AND  LARGEST  PURE  FOOD 
MARKET 

We  forced  the  meat  prices  down  and  are  holding  them 
down. 

120-122  W.  JEFFERSON  ST. 

Bell  Phone  315  Peoples  Phone  325 


The  following  was  received  by  the 
members  of  the  Magnet  Staff  in  answer 
to  a letter  to  Santa  Claus,  signed  by 
Bemi : 

Northern  Axle  of  the  Pole, 
December  15,  1921. 

The  Editor  of  the  “Magnet,” 
care  Butler  High  School, 

Butler,  Penn’a. 

Dear  Gentlemen  & Ladies: 

Your  December  Issue  of  the  “MAG- 
NET” just  came  into  my  hands  and  if 
it  is  possible  I think  I can  fulfill  all  of 
your  Students’  Xmas  wishes  with  the  ex- 
ception of  one. 

Every  year  I have  tried  to  do  my  best 
for  Mr.  Bemisderfer,  but  now  it  has 
come  to  a climax  and  I flatly  refuse  to 
bring  him  any  more  pretty  girls  for  him 
to  educate  along  the  lines  of  Chemistry. 
It  seems  that  all  he  can  think  of  at  this 
time  of  the  year  is  pretty  girls,  and  my 
stock  of  them  is  about  run  out,  but  may- 


be I can  bring  him  a good  looking  baby- 
doll. 

I have  known  Mr.  Bemisderfer  for  a 
good  many  years  and  I knew  that  his 
failing  was  pretty  girls,  so  I threw  this 
job  in  Butler  High  School  his  way  so 
that  he  could  be  among  the  pretty  girls 
and  if  possible  to  pick  out,  for  himself  a 
pretty  WIFE  and  I guess  he  is  pretty 
bashful  or  at  least  he  is  most  darned 
slow. 

So  Editor,  please  inform  this  gentle- 
man as  to  my  attitude  towards  his  letter 
to  me,  and  thanking  you  in  advance  for 
this  little  favor  for  me. 

Yours  most  cordially, 

Santa  Claus. 

— b.h.s — 

ONE  ON  HIM 

She  decided  to  marry  him.  He  decid- 
ed that  he  would  stay  stingle. 

However,  the  maid  won,  so  they  were 
made  one. — W.  & J. 


♦ ❖ 

For  a Really  Tailor-made  Suit 

NONE  BETTER  IN  BUTLER 
THAN 

PIRONE  & MOLINARO 

TAILORS 

Bickel  Building  Butler,  Pa. 

♦ ~ 
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A man  used  to  take  his  pen  in  hand, 
now  he  takes  his  typewriter  in  arms. 
—Ex. 

B.H.S. 

Wife — “George,  I want  to  see  that  let- 
ter.” 

Husband — “What  letter,  dear?” 

Wife — “That  one  you  just  opened;  I 
know  by  the  handwriting  it  is  from  a 
woman,  and  you  turned  pale  when  you 
read  it;  hand  it  here,  sir!” 

Husband — “Here  it  is  dear,  it  is  from 
your  dressmaker.” — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

“Mother,  what  is  an  angel?” 

“My  dear,  it  is  a little  girl  with  wings, 
who  flies.” 

“But  I heard  papa  calling  the  maid 
an  angel  yesterday.  Will  she  fly?” 

“Yes,  my  dear,  she  will  fly  away  the 
first  thing  in  the  morning.” — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

They  say  I’m  witty,  but  the  man  who 
wrote  “Snowbound”  was.  Whittier. — Ex. 


Johnnie,  aged  six,  was  one  of  those 
mischievous  little  fellows,  spanked  fre- 
quently by  mother.  One  day,  father 
came  home  in  time  to  see  Johnnie  with 
red  eyes  and  big  tears  trickling  down  his 
cheeks. 

“Well,  son,  what  is  the  trouble?”  he 
asked. 

“Oh,  nothing  in  particular,  pop,  only 
I just  had  a quarrel  with  that  wife  of 
yours  and  she  spanked  me.” — Ex. 

B.H.S 

Mary  doesn’t  rouge  her  lips, 
Neither  does  she  paint; 

Is  she  a hit  among  the  men f 
You  know  darn  well  she  aint. — Ex. 
— b.h.s — 

“Mother,”  asked  the  small  boy,  “what 
are  prayers?” 

“Messages  to  heaven,  dear,”  answered 
his  mother. 

Small  boy  thoughtfully — “Oh,  I see. 
We  wait  until  bedtime  to  get  the  night 
rate.” 


* YOUR  ATHLETIC  CLOTHING 

Can  be  purchased  to  best  advantage  from  us,  as  we  carry  a- 
large  line  of  gym  trunks  and  shirts  in  both  cotton  and  wool, 
at  the  lowest  prices  in  town. 

Our  line  of  Sweaters  include  any  style  and  color  combin- 
ation desired.  We  are  running  this  month  a special  High 
School  Slip-on  Sweater  at  $3.75. 

LET  US  SHOW  YOU 

Sam  Cohn  j 

Good  Clothes — Nothing  Else  j 

BUTLER,  PENN’A.  j 

♦  # 


If  you  have  a sweet  tooth,  before  or  after  school,  get  rid  of  it 
at— WHERE? 

“CUMMINGS” 

OF  COURSE 

(Everybody  knows  where  Cummings  is.) 
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\ Small  Accounts 


are  welcome  at  this  “Helpful  Bank” 
and  will  receive  the  same  courteous 
attention  as  the  larger  ones. 

“Big  enough  to  serve  you— Not  too  big 
to  appreciate  your  account . ” 


I Guaranty  Trust  Company 

t'«ii!iiiii!iiiiiiininiiiBMiniiigniniiii!iiiii[iiiiiiiiiii[iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiingNiiiiiiiiiiiiii!BiiiiiiiiiiiiiiBiiiiiininiiiii:iiii!iiiiBMKiiiiiiniiit'« 
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THE  WHIMS  OF  A YOUNG 
MAN’S  FANCY  CAN  ALWAYS 
BE  SATISFIED  AT 


DOUTHETT  & GRAHAM 

THE  BEST  PLACE  TO  BUY 

— — — — 


Little  Eleanor  gazed  long  and  thought- 
fully at  the  young  man  who  was  calling 
on  her  grownup  sister  Kate. 

“May  I climb  up  on  your  knee,  Mr. 
Brown?” 

“Yes,  of  course,  dear,”  smiled  the 
young  man  who  wanted  to  make  a hit 
with  the  family,  “Want  to  pull  my  hair 
eh?” 

“No!  I want  to  see  if  I can  find  that 
word.” 

“Word?  What  word?”  asked  the  puz- 
zled visitor. 

“I  heard  our  Kate  say  this  morning 
that  if  ever  a man  had  the  word  ‘idiot’ 
written  all  over  his  face,  it  was  you.” 
—Ex. 

B.H.S. 

Girl — “Have  you  hair  nets?” 

Clerk — “Yes,  ma’am.” 

Girl — “Invisible?” 

Clerk — “Yes,  ma’am.” 

Girl — “Let  me  see  one.” — Life. 


Don’t  be  what  you  aint, 

Jes  be  what  you  is, 

If  you  is  not  what  you  am, 

Then  you  am  what  you  is, 

If  you’re  just  a little  tadpole, 

Don’t  try  to  be  a frog, 

If  you’re  just  the  tail, 

Don’t  try  to  be  the  dog. 

You  can  always  pass  the  plate, 

If  you  can’t  exhort  and  preach. 

If  you’re  just  a little  pebble, 

Don’t  try  to  be  the  beach, 

Don’t  be  what  you  aint, 

Jes  be  what  you  is. — Ex. 

— B.H.S. — 

“You  are  the  sunshine  of  my  life.” 

“Oh,  Jack!” 

“You  reign  alone  in  my  heart.” 

“Darling!” 

“With  you  at  my  side,  I could  weather 
any  storm.” 

“Jack,  is  this  a proposal  or  a weather 
report?” — Ex. 


The  Nixon  Hotel 

SIMEON  NIXON,  Prop. 

BUTLER,  PA. 
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♦ ♦ 

J.  NIGGEL’S  SON 

130  East  Jefferson  St. 

Butler,  Pa. 

Everything  in 

Hardware 

♦ 

"How  can  a man  be  a woman  hater?” 
asked  Miss  Oldgirl. 

"Woman  has  kissable  lips,  lovable  eyes, 
a hugable  shape,  and  holdable  hands.” 
"Huh!”  grunted  Mr.  Oldbath,  “And 
she  also  has  removable  hair,  adjustable 
eyebrows,  colorable  lips,  and  transfer- 
able complexion.” — Ex. 

— b.h.s — 

LOST  AND  FOUND 
Found — A dog  wandering  about  a 
street  wearing  a brass  collar. 

— b.h.s. — 

Found — A purse  was  picked  up  on 
Main  Street  by  a girl  made  of  leather. 

— b.h.s. — 

Jack — "Dad,  what  are  ancestors?” 

Dad — “Well,  my  boy.  I’m  one  of  your 
ancestors.  Your  grandfather  is  anoth- 
er.” 

Jack — “Oh,  then,  why  do  people  brag 
about  them?” — Ex. 

Jest  My  Style 

Expresses  what  all  the  fellows 
are  saying  about  the  portraits 
we  are  making  for  them  at  our 
Studio. 

The  latest  finishes  and  not 
hard  on  your  pocketbook  ; 
either. 

The  Perry  Studio 

144  S.  Main  St. 

♦ - ♦ 


SINCEll903  ; 

We  have  consistently  and  un- 
erringly followed  the  policy  of 
dealing  only  in  absolutely  re- 
liable jewelry  retailed  at  an 
honest  and  conservative  profit. 

Ralston  & Smith 

HALLMARK 

125  South  Main  St. 

♦ ♦ 

A little  boy,  in  the  habit  of  telling  his 
mother  stories  which,  sad  to  say,  many 
little  boys  do  today,)  came  running  into 
the  house  one  day,  very  frightened. 

“Mother,  there’s  a big  black  bear  in 
the  yard!” 

"Now  Freddie,  you  know  there  is  not. 
It  is  only  a huge  dog.  Run  upstairs  and 
tell  God  to  forgive  you  for  telling 
mother  such  a story.” 

Eater,  when  Freddie  came  downstairs, 
mother  asked  if  he  told  God  about  it, 
and  Freddie  surprised  her  with  this  an- 
swer: 

"Yes’m,  but  God  said  he  thought  it 
was  a big  black  bear,  too,  when  he  first 
saw  it.” — The  Roman. 

— b.h.s. — 

There  were  3 girls  came  from  Kent, 

Who  didn’t  know  what  “kissing  meant,” 
They  gave  3 fellows,  3 mince  pies, 

To  keep  their  lips  in  exercise, 

— Anonymous. 

♦ ♦ 

Jno.  S.  Wick  & Son 

I Men’s  Wear 

> 

NIXON  HOTEL  BLDG. 

♦ 
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SEND  YOUR  DRY  CLEANING  TO 
THE  OLD  RELIABLE 

FISHER’S  CLEANING  WORKS 


I Established  1894  A.  FISHER,  Prop.  Both  Phones  J 


ANOTHER  FRENCH  BULL 
“They  thought  more  of  the  Legion  of 
Honor  in  the  time  of  the  first  Napoleon 
than  they  do  now,”  said  a well-known 
Frenchman.  “The  emperor  one  day  met 
an  old  one-armed  veteran. 

“‘How  did  you  lose  your  arm?’  he 
asked. 

“ ‘Sire,  at  Austerlitz.’ 

“‘And  were  you  not  decorated?’ 

“ ‘No,  sire.’ 

“‘Then  here  is  my  own  cross  for  you: 

I make  you  chevalier!’ 

“ ‘Your  Majesty  names  me  chevalier 
because  I have  lost  one  arm!  What 
would  your  Majesty  have  done  had  I lost 
both  arms?’ 

“ ‘Oh,  in  that  case  I should  have  made 
you  officer  of  the  legion!’ 

“Whereupon  the  old  soldier  immedi- 
ately drew  his  sword  and  cut  off  his 
other  arm!” 

There  is  no  particular  reason  to  doubt 
this  story.  The  only  question  is,  how  did 
he  do  it? — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

“Don’t  vou  wisht  you  was  a bird, 
Jimmy,  and  could  fly  away  up  in  the 
sky?”  mused  little  Jean  dreamily. 

“Naw!”  scorned  Jimmy.  “I’d  ruther 
be  a elephant  and  suirt  water  through 
my  nose.” — Kind  Words. 

— b.h.s. — 

Pop  (visiting  son) — “These  are  better 
cigars  than  I could  afford,  son. 

Son — “That’s  all  right,  dad.  These 


THE  DYING  HOBO 
’Twas  down  by  a western  water  tank, 
One  cold  November  day, 

There,  in  an  open  box  car 
A dying  hobo  lay. 

His  partner  stood  beside  him, 

With  sadly  drooping  head, 

Listening  to  the  last  words 
The  dying  hobo  said. 

“Good-bye,  old  pal,  I’m  going 
To  a land  where  all  is  bright, 

Where  handouts  grow  on  bushes, 

And  you  can  sleep  out  all  night.” 

The  hobo’s  head  fell  back, 

He  had  sung  his  last  refrain, 

His  partner  stole  his  shoes  and  socks, 
And  grabbed  an  eastbound  train. 

— Anonymous. 

B.H.S. 

An  easterner  visited  some  of  the  farm 
lands  of  the  south. 

“Pretty  nice  corn  you  have  there,  Ras- 
tus,”  he  remarked. 

“Yassuh,  we  raise  good  corn  down 
heah,  sah,”  said  Rastus. 

“Get  a pretty  good  price  for  it?” 
“Well,  sah,  down  heah  nobuddy  sells 
deir  corn.” 

“Well,  you  can’t  eat  it  all,  can  you?” 
“No,  sah,  we  don’t  eat  none  of  it.” 
“Well,  Rastus,  tell  me,  what  do  you  do 
with  your  corn?” 

“We  saves  it  all  for  seed,  sah.” 


are  on  me.”— W.  & J.  

\ Buy  Your  GROCERIES,  FRESH  MEATS,  FRESH 

BAKED  GOODS  AND  FRESH  ROASTED  COFFEE 

C.  E.  BLACK’S 

Bell  290- J 240  Second  St.  Peoples  262  ^ 
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"So  she  didn’t  accept  you  when  you 
proposed?” 

“Sure  she  did.” 

But  you  said  she  threw  you  down.” 
"She  did,  and  held  me  there  until  1 
gave  her  the  ring.” — Bean  Pot. 

— b.h.s. — 

“Marjie,  have  you  been  smoking?” 
“No,  mother.” 

"But  your  breath  smells  of  tobacco.” 
“Father  kissed  me  good-bye.” 

“But  father  doesn’t  smoke.” 

"1  know  it  mother,  but  his  stenog 
does.” — Siren. 

— b.h.s. — 

Preacher  (solemnly) — “Rastus,  do  yo’ 
take  dis  woman  for  better  or  for  worse?” 
Rastus  (from  force  of  habit) — “Pah- 
son,  ah  shoot  it  all!” — Wayside  Tales. 


Medic — “It’s  an  absolute  fact  that  hus- 
bands of  red-headed  women  are  liable 
to  become  color  blind.  Medicine  and 
science  has  proved  it.” 

Al. — That’s  not  the  half  of  it.  They 
are  more  liable  to  become  lame  and 
bald.” — Orange  Peel. 

— b.h.s. — 

SNUFF! 

“Sneagle.” 

“Snotneagle,  Snowl.” 

“Sneither,  snostrich.” — Burr. 

— b.h.s. — 

First  Stude — “Where  you  going?” 
Second — “I’m  going  over  to  the  com- 
mittee on  correspondence  to  see  if  I can 
get  permission  to  write  home.” — Gar- 
goyle. 

— b.h.s. — 


—b.h.s. — 

Paw — “An  inebriate,  my  son,  is  your 
tig  brother  after  the  Pitt  game.” 
-W.  & J. 


“They  are  going  to  build  a big  reser- 
voir above,”  said  the  bridge. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  dammed,”  quoth  the 
river. — W.  & J. 
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DRY  GOODS,  NOTIONS 

FANCY  GOODS— EMBROIDERY— LACES 
HOSIERY— UNDERWEAR 
NECKWEAR— DRESS  GOODS— DOMESTICS 
LINENS— CURTAINS 
MEN’S  AND  WOMEN’S  FURNISHINGS 
RUGS  AND  LINOLEUMS 

ONE  PRICE  TO  ALL  AND  THAT  THE  LOWEST 

All  Sales  Cash  at  Cash  Prices 


W.  .J.  OFFUTT  CO. 

NEW  CASTLE  BUTLER,  PA. 


WEDDING  OF  INTEREST 

By  far  the  most  easy  running  and 
smoothest  wedding  of  this  season  was 
the  Packard-Studebaker  affair,  held  at 
the  San  Juan  Garage  last  evening  . 

The  garage  was  tastefully  decorated 
for  the  occasion  with  garlands,  inner 
tubes,  motor  horns,  lamps,  engine  blan- 
kets and  housed  a large  and  fashionable 
concourse  of  automobiles. 

Promptly  at  the  appointed  hour,  Miss 
Studebaker  and  her  attendants  entered 
the  main  driveway  to  the  strains  of 
“Petrol  Wedding  March,”  rendered  by 
the  Auto  Horn  orchestra.  The  bride, 
leaning  on  the  fender  of  her  father,  Old 
King,  and  preceded  by  a Ford  scattering 
flowers,  advanced  to  the  gasoline  tank 
where  she  was  met  by  the  groom  and 
his  best  man,  Mr.  Kissel  Kar,  who  em- 
erged from  the  vulcanizing  room  at  the 
side  of  the  main  garage.  The  maid  of 
honor,  Miss'  Pierce-Arrow,  joined  the 
bride  and  groom,  while  the  bridesmaids 
and  ushers  parked  themselves  on  both 


sides.  Dr.  Buick,  of  Speed  Center,  offi- 
ciated. In  assembling  the  contracting 
parties  he  used  the  beautiful  ceremony  of 
the  tire,  as  the  groom  slipped  it  over  the 
bride’s  front  wheel,  a solo  Klaxon  play- 
ed, "Call  Me  Thy  Sparton.” 

The  bride's  dress  was  made  of  white 
metal,  cut  in  the  1922  model.  It  was  ex- 
quisitely underslung  and  had  a flying 
brake  behind,  that  was  carried  by  two 
Paiges.  The  maid  of  honor  was  trimmed 
in  brass  and  carried  a bouquet  of  speed- 
omterers.  The  attendants  were  the 
Misses  Hudson,  Cadillac,  Brisco,  Max- 
well, King,  Carter  Kar,  Jordan,  Mitchell 
and  Messrs.  Bidde,  National,  Rauch- 
Lang,  Overland  and  Oldsmobile. 

The  costumes  of  the  bridesmaids  were 
highly  enameled  metal,  combined  with 
polished  wood  of  Locomobile  green,  with 
nickleplated  name  plates.  Among  the 
out-of-town  guests  were  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Rolls-Royce,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Oakland,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Willy-Knight,  Miss  White  and 
Mrs.  Chandler. — Florida  Ex. 
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CLYDE  N.  WATSON  WILLIAM  B.  FERGUSON 

WATSON  & FERGUSON 

(The  Agency  of  Service) 

INSURANCE  OF  EVERY  KIND 
District  Agents 

NORTHWESTERN  MUTUAL  LIFE  INSURANCE  CO. 
The  Greatest  Dividend  Paying  and  Lowest  Net  Cost  Company 

Let  ns  be  your  insurance  advisers 
Peo.  714  Bell  361 

229^2  SOUTH  MAIN  ST.  BUTLER,  PA. 

— ~ 


Uncle  and  niece  stood  watching  the 
young  people  dancing  about  them. 

“1  bet  you  never  saw  any  dancing  like 
this  back  in  the  nineties,  eh,  Unkie?” 
“Once — but  the  place  was  raided.” 
— The  Siren. 


Gusto — “Did  you  notice  any  change  in 
me?” 

Vevo — “No;  why?” 

Gusto — “1  just  swallowed  a dime. 

— Frivol. 

— b.h.s. — 


— b.h.s — 

He — “My,  but  that  is  a beautiful  arm 
you  have.” 

She-^“Yes,  I got  that  playing  basket- 
ball.” 

He — “Do  you  ever  play  football?” 

— Voo  Doo. 

Fisher  Brothers 

GROCERIES 

Fresh  Country  Eggs  and 
Butter 

All  Kinds  of  Fresh  and 
Smoked  Meats 

Cor.  E.  Pearl  and  Monroe  Sts. 

Both  Phones 

4 


Isn’t  it  wonderful  how  all  the  Fords 
get  back  in  the  right  garages  every 
night? 

— b.h.s. — 

Following  the  cold  he  contracted  pneu- 
monia. 

Moral — Never  follow  a cold. — The 
Patterson  ian. 

f 

YOU  ARE  LOOKING 
K FOR  THE  UNUSUAL  in 
DAYTIME, 

STREET 
or  BUSINESS 
DRESS 

Try  the  “Leader” 

“Butler’s  Leading  Women’s 
Shop” 

* — ♦ 


JOHN  M.  VOGELEY 

Dealer  in 

Fresh  and  Smoked  Meats 

Peoples  Phone  161-K 

227  CENTER  AVENUE  BUTLER,  PA. 
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ask  your  dealer  for 

The  Genuine  Humphrey  Radiantfire 

There  Are  Many  Radiant  Heaters,  But  ONLY  ONE 
GENUINE  HUMPHREY 

BLACKMORE  COMPANY  Wh°BUTLER,  PA. 


OLD  SAYING 

“Would  you  like  to  take  a walk  with 
me?” 

“But  I don’t  know  you — ” 

“Ah,  but  what  you  don’t  know  won’t 
hurt  you.” — Medley. 

— b.h.s. — 

Minister  (to  sick  student) — ‘‘I  take  a 
friendly  interest  in  you,  my  boy,  be- 
cause I have  two  sons  in  the  university 
myself;  one  taking  engineering  and  the 
other  agriculture.  Is  there  anything  1 
can  do?” 

Sick  Student— “You  might  pray  for 
the  one  taking  engineering.” — Minne- 
haha. 

— b.h.s. — 

“Why  the  absent  look?” 

“Oh!  I’m  looking  for  some  one  who 
isn’t  here.” — W.  & J. 


Lewis — “Another  suitor  won  her 
hand.” 

Gearhart — “What  are  you  going  to 
do  about  it?” 

Lewis — “I  am  going  to  try  to  win  her 
back.” — Ex. 

— B.H.S.: — 

“This  thing  has  gone  too  fart  said 
the  collegiate. 

“How’s  that?”  asked  his  roommate. 

“I  can’t  even  take  my  girl  to  church 
without  a proper  chaperon!”  he  replied. 

— W.  & J. 

— B.H.S 

He — This  country  is  rapidly  becoming 
the  land  of  the  free.” 

She — “What  do  you  mean?” 

He— "Haven’t  you  been  watching  the 
divorce  records?” — W.  & J. 


JOHN  C.  VOGEL 

MICHAEL  AMENDOLA 

Frames  and 

Tailor  Shop 

Pictures  of 

137  East  Jefferson  St. 

Distinction 

< 

i 

BUTLER,  PA. 

Butler  Auto  Supply  and  Taxi  Co. 

133  E.  JEFFERSON  ST. 

BELL  100  PEOPLES  1500 

“WE  ARE  NEVER  CLOSED” 
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SPRING  WALL  PAPERS  FOR  1922 
MAKE  YOUR  SELECTIONS  EARLY 

BUTLER  DECORATING  CO. 

236  NORTH  MAIN  STREET 


Pie — "Gee,  I was  in  an  awful  fix  yes- 
terday morning.” 

Mel — “How’s  that?” 

Pie — "Well,  I came  in  late  and  mother 
heard  me  and  said,  “Lee,  what  time  is 
it?  and  just  as  I said  twelve  that  darned 
old  cuckoo  clock  sang  out  three  times.” 
Mel — “Wha’d  you  do?” 

Pie — "Why,  I just  had  to  stand  there 
and  cuckoo  nine  more  times.” — Hall 
Times. 

— b.h.s. — 

Lewis — "If  you  go  with  dat  gal,  I’ll 
cut  you  up  in  pieces  so  small  a ant  kin 
swaller  yo.” 

Aber— “If  yo  do,  I’ll  hit  yo  so  hard  it 
will  make  a bump  on  yo  haid  so  big  that 
when  dey  call  de  ambulance  dey  will  put 
the  bump  inside  and  yo’  all  will  have  to 
walk.” — Ex. 


Mr.  Schwartz — "I  see  that  Marconi 
has  invented  a machine  that  will  send 
500  words  a minute.” 

Mr.  Morgan — "That’s  nothing.  I mar- 
ried one.” — Ex. 


— b.h.s. — 

She — "Are  you  sure,  dear,  that  I am 
the  first  girl  you  have  ever  kissed?” 

He — "Positively,  darling,  and  I’m  ov- 
erjoyed to  know  that  I’m  the  first  man 
who  ever  kissed  you.” 

She — “Well,  if  I am  the  first  girl  you 
have  ever  kissed,  how  do  you  know  how 
to  do  it  so  wonderfully?” 

He — “Well,  if  I am  the  first  man  who 
has  ever  kissed  you,  how  do  you  know 
that  I am  doing  it  so  wonderfully?” 

— Dobra. 


♦ - 4 

IF  YOU  WANT  TO  BUY, 
SELL  OR  EXCHANGE  A 
HOUSE  OR  A BUTLER 
COUNTY  FARM,  SEE 

J.  B.  Dick  & Son 

223  S.  MAIN  ST. 

Both  Phones 

* 


Remember  your  floral  needs 
are  never  too  small  for  our 
best  attention. 

Butler  Florists 

“The  House  of  Service” 

216  S.  MAIN  ST. 
BUTLER,  PA. 

— „♦ 


G.  WILSON  MILLER  CO. 
Grocer 

116  E.  JEFFERSON  ST.  BUTLER,  PA. 
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SOUTH  SIDE  NURSERY  CO. 

Cut  JTlouiprs,  pntteii  plants 

359  CENTER  AVE. 

F.  A.  LEITH,  Mgr. 

^ 

Butler,  Pa. 

- 

Officer  (to  dusty  motorcycle  courier) 

Have  you  ever  tried  to  study, 

— “Account  for  the  appearance  of  you: 

When  the  hour’s  growing  late, 

uniform,  private/ 

When  the  ghosts  of  Ovid  or  Vergil, 

Private — “Well,  suh,  Ah  sees  my 

Comes  stalking  in  the  gate? 

chance  to  dodge  in  betwee  two  motor- 

cycles,  when  Ah  was  navigating  a 

And  you  shudder,  and  you  chatter, 

French  highway  in  de  night  traffic.” 

At  its  gruesome,  horrid  look, 

“Well,  what  of  it?” 

And  all  those  translatiojis  are  scattered, 

“Dats  all  dey  was  to  it,  Cap’n,  suh. 

That  you’d  tried  so  hard  to  hook. 

Dem  two  motorcycles  was  a truck.” 

— Cobra. 

When  you  turn  to  run  to  mother, 

B.H.S. — 

And  you  think  that  you  must  scream, 

1st  Cannibal — “I  have  a stomachache.” 

At  this  horrid  apparition, 

2nd  Cannibal — “It  must  be  a green 

That  you  make;  it’s  all  a dream. 

Freshie.” — Ex. 

B.H.S. — 

Ain’t  it  a grand  and  glorious  feelin  ? 

“My  good  man,  you  had  better  take 

— Alice  Guiney 

the  trolley  car  home.” 

B.H.S. — 

“Sh’  no  ushe!  My  wife  wouldn’t  let 

“After  all  these  years,”  exclaimed  the 

me — hie — keep  it  in  th’  houshe.” 

speaker,  “1  miss  many  of  the  old  faces 

— Banter. 

I 

used  to  shake  hands  with.” — Ex. 

♦ — ~~~  ~ ■ <. 

< 

► 4> 

SHOWING  EVERYTHING 

BEST  CLOTHING 

THAT  IS  NEW  IN 

FINE  FOOTWEAR 

jeo.  Let  ter  er  & Son 

for  Satisfactory  Semico 

Bickel’s  Shoe  Store 

Butler,  Pa. 

BEST  FURNISHINGS 

♦ « 

► 

^ « 

♦ — • — 

— 4 

Bell  964 

Peoples  181 

HARYEY . 

I.  GEIBEL 

FUNERAL  DIRECTOR 

201  E.  Cunningham  St. 

Graduate  Embalmer 

~ 

« 
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KETTERER  BROS. 

Fine  Shoes 

FOR  THE  YOUNG  MEN  AND  LADIES 
224  SOUTH  MAIN  STREET 


I can  swear  as  well  as  my  big  broth- 
er.” 

Pooh!  That’s  nothin’!  I can  swear 
as  well  as  my  big  sister.” — Life. 

— b.h.s. — 

Stricken  Freshman  (to  pretty  co-ed) — 
“You  are  the  breath  of  my  life.” 

Blushing  Co-ed — “Then  hold  your 
breath  for  a while.” — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

“Was  his  bankruptcy  due  to  a lack  of 
brains?” 

“Yes — a lack  and  a lass.” — Wayside 
Tales. 

— b.h.s. — 

Hoene — “1  don’t  like  these  photo- 
graphs at  all.  I look  like  an  ape.” 

Mr.  Stedeford — “You  should  have 
thought  of  that  before  you  had  them 
taken.” — Monitor. 

♦ 

OUR  SHIRT  SALE  WILL 
LAST  UNTIL  JANUARY 
28TH. 

Men’s  and  Young  Men’s  Suits 
reduced  30%,  and  Overcoats 
30%  on  regulars.  Some  oth- 
er furnishings  reduced. 

HART  GRAHAM  SONS  CO., 
143  S.  Main  Street, 

Butler,  Penna. 

♦ ♦ 


Soph — “Say,  I smell  cabbage  cooking, 
don’t  you?” 

Junior — “No,  it’s  only  that  Freshman 
sitting  on  the  radiator.” — Ex. 

— b.h.s.- — 

Lockie — “She’s  rather  susceptible  to 
flattery,  isn’t  she?” 

Russ — “Rather,  I once  told  her  she 
was  as  sweet  as  honey  and  the  next  day 
she  had  hives.” — The  Gleeman. 

— b.h.s.- — 

Mistress — “You  may  go  to  your  room 
now  and  change  your  dress.  The  butler 
will  show  you  the  way.” 

Maid  (shocked)  — “Oh!  ma’am,  I 
know  how.” — Gleeman. 

— b.h.s. — 

“Piffle” — “May  I see  yer  home?” 

Miss  Frederick — “Never  mind.  I’ll 
send  you  a picture  of  it.” — The  M Unite. 

♦ ♦ 

: J.  I.  REICHARD 

FUNERAL  DIRECTOR 

Successor  to  The  Roessing  Co. 

SPECIAL  AMBULANCE 
SERVICE 

Bell  89-J  Peoples  143 

♦ ♦ 


\ ANDERSON’SRKTAURANf  1 

FOR  A GOOD 

DINNER 

| 261  CENTER  AVENUE 

♦ 
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The  Young  W 

omen's  Christi: 

WELCOMES  YOU 

in  Association 

Educational  Classes 
Physical  Work 
Recreation 
Membership  Parties 
Work  among  Foreign 

Clubs  for  Girls 
Born 

Vespers  and 
Bible  Study 

Employment  Bureau 
Rooms  Registry 
Dormitory  Rooms 
Rest  Room 
Reading  Room 

BLUE  TRIANGLE  CAFETERIA 

j Open  every  day  except  Sunday — 6 :45  A. 

M.  until  10:00  P.  M. 

♦ 

It  may  be  a man:  ion,  it  may  be  a stump, 
It  may  be  a farm  with  an  old  broken 
pump, 

It  may  be  a palace,  it  may  be  a flat, 

It  may  be  a room  where  you  just  hang 
your  hat, 

It  may  be  a house  with  a hole  in  the 
floor. 

Or  a marble  hotel  with  a man  at  the 
door, 

It  may  have  good  fixings,  like  curtains, 
and  well, 

Just  kindly  remember  wherever  you 
roam, 

That  old  song  is  right,  folks, 

There’s  no  place  like  home. — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

WHERE  BLAME  BELONGED 
“I’m  not  pleased  with  your  school  re- 
port, Bobbie”  said  the  father,  with  a 
solemn  look. 

“I  told  the  teacher  you  wouldn’t  be, 
but  she  was  too  stubborn  to  change  it, 
the  old  pelican.” — Ex. 


A pedagogue  told  one  of  his  scholars, 
a son  of  the  Emerald  Isle,  to  spell  hos- 
tility. 

“H — 0 — R — S — E,  horse,”  began  Pat. 

“Not  horse  tility,”  said  the  teacher, 
“but  hostility.” 

“Sure,”  replied  Pat,  “an  didn’t  ye  tell 
me  the  other  day  not  to  say  hoss?  Be 
jaber,  it’s  one  thing  wid  ye  one  day  and 
another  the  nixt.” — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

“Come  here  Sue,”  said  a stern  parent. 
“What  is  this  complaint  the  school  teach- 
er has  made  against  you?” 

“It’s  just  nothing  at  all,  Pa.  You  see 
Jimmy  bent  a pin,  and  I only  just  left 
it  on  the  chair  for  him  to  look  at  and 
he  came  in  without  his  specs  and  sat 
right  down  on  the  pin,  and  now  he  wants 
to  blame  me.” — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

“When  rain  falls  does  it  ever  rise 
again?”  asked  the  professor. 

“Yes,  sir,”  replied  one,  “In  dew 
time — ” — Ex. 


CANDIES 

STATIONARY 

TOILET  ARTICLES 
REICK’S  ICE  CREAM 
PRESCRIPTIONS 

Clarence  G.  Dixon 


* 4. 

Peo.  Phone  1026-X  Bell  28- W 

NOTICE 
Dealer  in 
O.  K. 

CHURNGOLD 

KERNOLNUT 

BUTTERINE 

BUTLER  BUTTERINE  CO. 

J.  H.  KEPPLE,  Prop. 

242  S.  Main  St. 


Main  and  Diamond  Sts. 
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H.  I.  KUNGLER  & CO. ' 

WHOLESALE 

Flour,  Feed, 
Grain 


BUTLER,  PA. 


MYSELF  AND  ME 


I am  the  best  pal  I ever  had, 

/ like  to  sit  with  vie. 

I like  to  sit  and  tell  myself  things  con- 
fidentially; 

I like  to  sit  and  ask  me  if  I shouldn’t 
or  I should. 

And  I find  the  advice  I give  to  me  is  al- 
ways pretty  good. 

I never  got  acquainted  with  myself  till 
here  of  late; 

I find  myself  a bully  chum. 

I treat  me  simply  great. 

I walk  with  me  and  talk  with  me  and 
show  me  right  and  wrong; 

I never  knew  how  myself  and  me  would 
get  along. 

I am  the  best  friend  I have  got. 

Just  get  together  with  yourself  and 
trust  yourself  with  you.  You  will 
be  surprised  how  well  yourself  will 

like  you  if  you  do. — The  Voice. 


♦ 

J.  J.  Ehm  Andrew  M.  Ehm  ! 

Ehm  Brothers 

GROCERS 

Phones : Peoples  583 ; Bell  596 

350  E.  Jefferson  St.,  Butler,  Pa. 

♦ ♦ 

A letter  was  once  received  at  the  post 
office  in  New  Orleans  directed  to  the 
BIGGEST  FOOL  IN  THAT  CITY. 

The  postmaster  was  absent,  and  on  his 
return  one  of  the  young  clerks  informed 
him  of  the  receipt  of  the  letter. 

“And  what  became  of  it?"  inquired 
the  postmaster. 

“Why,  replied  the  clerk,  “I  didn’t 
know  who  the  biggest  fool  in  New  Or- 
leans was,  so  I opened  it  myself.” 

“And  what  did  you  find  in  it?”  inquir- 
ed the  postmaster. 

“Find?”  replied  the  clerk,  “Why  noth- 
ing but  the  words  THOU  ART  THE 
MAN.’  Ex. 

B.H.S. 

Child — “Father,  I made  a hundred  in 
my  lessons  at  school  today.” 

Proud  Father — “That’s  good;  and 
what  did  you  make  a hundred  in?” 

Child — “Fifty  in  arithmetic  and  fifty 
in  spelling.” — Roman. 


♦ 

THE  FASHION 

LADIES’  and  CHILDREN’S 

j 

McBRIDE’S 

WEARING  APPAREL 

Exclusive,  But  Inexpensive  Gar- 
ment Shop  For  Girls. 

Tea  Room 

Peoples  Phone  1068-A 

213  South  Main  Street 

FANCY  CANDY  AND 

BUTLER,  PA. 

CONFECTIONS 

❖ 

♦ 

TflF.  SENIOR  CHAGNET 
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DURANT  c, 

built  by  W.  C DURANT 

and  the  greatest  achievement  of  his 
35  years’  experience,  during  which 
time  more  than  two  million  auto- 
mobiles have  been  made  under  his 
personal  supervision. 

Come  and  see  how  perfectly  this  car 
meets  every  need  of  the  average  owner 

MODEL  A "22  TOURING,  $890,  f.o.b.  Lansing,  Mich. 

0.  H.  Nicholas  & Sons 

236  South  McKean  Street 
BUTLER,  PA. 


J 


SOME  BOOK  MARK! 

Mr.  Stroud — “How  far  have  you  stud- 
ied, John?” 

John  H. — “Just  as  far  as  the  book  is 
dirty.” — Nor-Win. 

— b.h.s. — 

Smart — “Over  in  Africa  they  have  a 
new  drink  made  out  of  prunes.  They 
call  it  pruned. ” 

Smarter — “Over  here  they  have  a 
drink  made  of  raisins  called  Raisnell.” 

—Ex. 

B.H.S — ’ 

Mr.  Jacoby — “Je  adore  vous.” 

Miss  Frederick — “Oh,  you  impolite 
fellow!  Get  up  and  shut  the  door  your- 
self.”— The  MUnite. 

—b.h.s. — 

THE  HIKING  FLEA 

First  Flea — “Been  on  a vacation?” 

Second  Flee — “No,  on  a tramp.” 

— M.  & W. 


The  professor  was  explaining  the  evo- 
lution theory.  “It  is  that  we  are  des- 
cended from  monkeys,”  he  said. 

“Wrong,”  said  the  flea,  biting  him  on 
the  head,  “1  came  from  a dog.” — The 
MUnite. 

— b.h.s. — 

Mr.  Schwartz — “Who  can  name  one 
organ  of  the  body?” 

Dennie  B. — “Teeth.” 

Mr.  Schwartz — “What  kind  of  an  or- 
gan are  they?” 

Dennie — “A  grindorgan.” 

— The  MUnite. 
— b.h.s. — 

Jim  L.  came  home  one  night  with  his 
clothes  full  of  holes. 

“What  in  the  world  has  happened  to 
you?”  cried  his  mother. 

Oh,  we  were  just  playing  grocery  and 
everybody  was  something,”  replied  Jim. 
“I  was  the  cheese.” — M.  & W. 
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♦ 

Real  Estate  and 

Insurance 

WIGTON  BROS. 

YOUNKINS  BLDG. 

Bell  51-R  Peoples  914 



Mr.  Bortz — “Daughter,  who  was  here 
with  you  last  night?” 

Dorothy — “Only  Janet,  father.” 

Mr.  Bortz — “Well,  tell  Janet  she  left 
her  pipe  on  the  piano.” — M.  & W. 

— b.h.s. — 

Miss  Jones — “Dorothy,  have  you  read 
Freckles?” 

Dorothy  M. — “No,  mine  are  brown.” 
Nor-Win. 

♦ 

J 

Keystone 

Pharmacy 

J.  H.  GARRARD,  Ph.  G. 

Drugs 

and  Sundries 

JOHNSTON’S  AND 
REYMER’S  CANDIES 

357  Center  Ave. 

“Make  Our  Store  Your  Store” 

♦ 


, 

Hart  Graham  Co. 

QUALITY  IN  GROCERIES 
118  E.  Cunningham  St. 

Butler,  Pa. 

♦ ♦ 

IN  THE  SOCIAL  PROBLEMS  CLASS 

1st  Student — “Mr.  Everhart,  why  are 
the  Slavs,  who  come  over  here,  such  big 
and  heavy  fellows?” 

Mr.  Everhart — “Will  someone  answer, 
the  question?” 

2nd  Student — “The  Slavs  are  the  des- 
cendants of  the  Teutons,  who  were  huge 
men.” 

1st  Student  (satisfied) — “Huh!  Two- 
tons;  no  wonder  they’re  so  heavy!” 

M.  & W. 

— b.h.s — 

The  class  in  chemistry  was  wrestling 
with  a tough  problem. 

“Suppose,”  said  the ' professor,  “You 
were  called  upon  to  attend  a patient,  who 
had  swallowed  a heavy  dose  of  oxalic 
acid — what  would  you  administer?” 

There  was  a silence  for  a few  moments 
and  then  a voice  spoke  up: 

“The  sacrament.” — W.  & J. 

Green  & Young 

The  Home  of 

Hart  Schaffner  & Marx  Clothes 

None  Better 

^ 
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4 

Fulton  Market 

Wholesale  and  Retail 
Dealers  in 

FISH,  OYSTERS,  POUL- 
TRY AND  PRODUCE 
Peoples  1257  Bell  951-R 

130  W.  JEFFERSON  ST. 
BUTLER,  PA. 

* 

< 

C.  C.  SHIRA 

Groceries,  Flour 
and  Provisions 

340  LOCUST  ST. 

Both  Phones 

♦ + 

A T THE  DOOR 

Mr.  Stroud — "Fallon,  what  did  the 

Helen — "Won’t  you  come  in?” 

French  discover  in  America  in  1745?” 

David — "No,  guess  I'd  better  not  to- 

Geo. — "Wasn’t  here.” — Nor-Win. 

night.” 

B.H.S. — 

Helen — "Come  on  in,  mother’s  away, 

’ HIS  COMPOSITION  ABOUT  ELI  I AH 

and  father’s  up  stairs  with  rheumatism 

There  was  a man  named  Elijah.  He 

in  his  legs. 

had  some  bears  and  he  lived  in  a cave. 

David — “Both  legs?” 

Some  boys  teased  him.  He  said,  "If  you 

Helen— "Yes!” 

boys  keep  on  throwing  stones  at  me,  I’ll 

David — "All  right,  then  I’ll  come  in.” 

turn  the  bears  on  you,  and  they’ll  eat 

— M.  & W. 

,, 

you  up. 

B.H.S. 

And  they  did,  and  he  did,  and  the 

"Do  you  know  I started  life  as  a bare- 

bears  did. — Roman. 

foot  boy?”  said  a very  encouraging 

teacher. 

— B.H.S. — 

Voice  from  rear — "Well,  I wasn’t  born 

“Any  question  to  be  asked  in  Cicero 

with  shoes  on,  myself.” — Nor-Win. 

today?” 

B.H.S. 

Pupil — "Was  Mutt  Cicero’s  father?” 

Customer — "I  say,  do  you  ever  play 

—Ex. 

anything  by  request?” 

B.H.S 

Delighted  Musician — "Certainly,  sir.’ 

9 

Student  in  American  History — "Lin- 

Customer— "Then  1 wonder  if  you’d 

coln  wrote  his  Gettysburg  address  while 

be  so  kind  as  to  play  a game  of  domi 

riding  through  that  city  on  a piece  of 

noes  until  I’ve  finished  my  lunch.” — Ex. 

brown  paper.”— Ex: 

♦ « 

► 

♦ ■ ♦ 

HUNGRY? 
EAT  AT  GENE’S 

♦ < 

► 4 

M.  A.  BERKIMER 

FUNERAL  DIRECTOR 

245  South  Main  St. 
Prompt  Service 

K ♦ 

100 


THE  SENIOR  (MAGNET 


R.L.  De  Haven  Motor  Co. 


114-116  EAST  WAYNE  STREET 
County  Dealer  for  the 

WHITE  TRUCK 

AND 


LHoS  MAXWELL 
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A MATTER  OF  TASTE 
She  wears  her  skirts  down  to  her  shoes. 
An  waists  up  to  her  neck. 

It  cant  he  sed  her  cheeks  ain’t  red, 

But  paint  it  amt  by  heck! 

Whatever  color’s  in  her  face, 

The  good  Lord  only  kin  erase! 

She  doesn’t  crimp  or  iease  her  hair — 
She  don’t  see  why  she  should. 

Her  eyebrow sies,  she  doesn’t  twee^e — 
Won’t  do  it  if  she  could. 

An,  unlike  many  girls  that  do, 

She  never  hides  her  ears  from  view! 

An  that  ain’t  all;  the  girl  kin  cook, 
Keep  house,  an  sew  an  mend ! 

She’s  thrifty , too ; saves  ev’ry  sou 
She  ain't  compelled  to  spend. 

An  never,  ever  sees  a show — 

/ married  her  an’,  I should  know! 

You’d  think,  with  such  a mate  as  that, 
A feller’d  happy  be. 

Well,  dang  my  hide!  I’ve  tried  an’  tried, 
Yet  joy  fights  shy  o’  me. 

But  I’m  to  blame  for  that,  I fiiid — 

You  see,  I like  the  other  kind. — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

Teacher  to  student — “What  is  your 
grade?” 

Student — “84%.” 

Teacher — “What  is  the  trouble?” 
Student — “I  didn’t  get  some  of  them 
right.” — Houghton  Star. 

— b.h.s. — 

Irate  Passenger — “Why  don’t  you  put 
your  foot  where  it  belongs?” 

Tough  Guy — “If  I did  you  wouldn’t 
be  able  to  sit  down  for  a week.” — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

Teacher — “What  did  Milton  write  af- 
ter his  wife  died?” 

Student — “Paradise  Regained.” 

— Megaphone. 
— b.h.s — 

1st  Student — “What  did  you  get  on 
your  Economics  quiz,  Tom?” 

2nd  Student — “I  got  a cipher  with  the 
rim  knocked  off.” — Ex. 


POESY  UNDER  18th  AMENDMENT 
It  was  a nice  day  in  October, 

Last  September  in  July; 

The  moon  lay  thick  upon  the  ground, 
The  mud  shown  in  the  sky. 

The  flowers  were  singing  sweetly, 

The  birds  were  full  of  bloom, 

So  I went  into  the  cellar 
To  sweep  an  upstairs  room. 

The  time  was  Tuesday  morning, 

On  Wednesday,  just  at  night; 

I saw  a thousand  miles  away, 

A house,  just  out  of  sight. 

The  walls  projected  backwards, 

The  front  was  round,  the  back; 

It  stood  alone  with  others, 

The  fence  was  whitewashed  black. 

It  was  summer  in  the  winter, 

And  the  ram  was  falling  fast — 

A barefoot  boy  with  shoes  on, 

Stood  sitting  in  the  grass. 

It  was  evening  and  the  rising  sun, 

Stood  setting  in  the  night. 

And  everything  that  I could  see, 

Was  hidden  from  my  sight. 

— Pathfinder. 
— b.h.s. — 

WHY  HE  LOVED  HER  SO 
My  love’s  not  like  the  red,  red  rose. 

Her  nose  toward  heav’n  doth  mount; 
She’s  pigeon-toed  and  cross-eyed,  too — 
But,  oh,  her  bank  account!- — Selected. 

— B.H.S.— 

1st  Student — “What  makes  you  so  lit- 
tle?” 

2nd  Student — “They  fed  me  on  canned 
milk  when  I was  young,  so  now  I’m  con- 
densed.”— Megaphone. 

— b.h.s. — 

Student  to  Teacher — “How  far  is  it 
to  Mars?” 

Teacher — “I  don’t  know,  d’ve  always 
wanted  to  go  there  but  have  been  so 
busy  lately  I haven’t  had  a chance.” 

—Ex. 
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Mother — “Jarge,  didn’t  I tell  you  not 
to  go  swimin’  wid  no  white  trash  chil- 
lun?” 

Son — “But  he  wasn’t  white  befo’  he 
went  in.” — Megaphone. 

— b.h.s. — 

Teacher — “William  if  you  had  three 
apples  and  someone  gave  you  five  more, 
what  would  you  have?” 

William — “A  pain  in  my  stomach.” 

— Megaphone. 

— b.h.s. — 

1st  Student — “What  would  they  do  if 
a fire  broke  out  in  a deaf  and  dumb 
school?” 

2nd  Student — “Ring  the  dumbell,  of 
course." — Megaphone. 

— b.h.s — 

Father — “What’s  your  name  son?” 

Son — “They  call  me  Corns  at  school.” 
Father — “Why  do  they  call  you  that?” 
Son — “Because  I’m  always  at  the  foot 
of  my  class.’ —Megaphone. 

— b.h.s. — 

Brilliant  student  in  Latin  2 — “Gee, 
but  Caesar  is  easy,  look  here.” 

“Forty  dix  inaro” — Forty  ducks  in  a 
row. 

Passus  sum  jam” — Pass  us  some  jam. 
“Ducis  me” — Do  kiss  me. 

Bone  leges  Caesaris” — Bony  legs  of 
Caesar. — Carteret. 

— b.h.s. — 

Has  anyone  seen  Pete?  Pete  who? 
Petroleum. 

Kerosene  him  yesterday,  and  he  ain’t 
benzine  since. — Voice. 

— b.h.s — 

HER  FATAL  ADMISSION 
After  he  had  kissed  her  and  pressed 
her  rosy  cheek  against  his  and  patted 
her  soft  round  chin,  she  drew  back  and 
asked  him: 

“George,  do  you  shave  yourself?” 
“Yes,”  he  replied. 

“I  thought  so  Your  face  is  the 
roughest  I ever — ” 

Then  she  stopped,  but  it  was  too  late, 
and  he  went  away  with  a lump  in  his 
throat  — Voo  Doo. 


THE  TROUBLE  WITH  PARSON 
“Mama,  ’Ise  got  a stomach  ache,”  said 
Nellie,  six  years  old. 

“That  is  because  your  stomach  is  emp- 
ty; you’ve  been  without  your  lunch; 
you’d  feel  better  if  you  had  something 
in  it.” 

That  afternoon  the  pastor  called,  and 
in  the  course  of  conversation,  complained 
of  a very  severe  headache. 

“That  is  because  it’s  empty,”  said 
Nellie.  You’d  feel  better  if  you  had 
something  in  it.” — Roman. 

— b.h.s. — 

Father  (to  young  man  down  stairs) — 
“Well,  are  you  going  to  go  or  stay  or 
what?” 

Young  man — “I’m  going  to  what.” 

—Ex. 

B.H.S. 

Teacher — “Johnnie,  if  you  do  not  be- 
have I shall  send  a note  to  your  father.” 
Jonnie — “Better  not;  mother’s  awfully 
jealous.” — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

When  we  die,  bury  us  deep, 

Place  our  Virgil  books  at  our  feet, 

Place  our  scansion  at  your  head, 

Then  ask  Mr.  Hogg  why  we’re  dead. 

— b.h.s. — 

F — ierce  lessons 
L — ate  hours 
U — nexpected  company. 

N— othing  prepared. 

K — nocked  out. 

— b.h.s — 

Where’s  the  school  a-goin 
An  what’s  it  gonna  do, 

And  how’s  it  gonna  do  it, 

When  we  seniors  all  get  thru? — Roman. 
— b.h.s. — 

She  (to  her  friend,  who  had  come  too 
early) — “Why  I thought  I told  you  to 
come  after  supper?” 

He — “Well,  that’s  what  I did  come  af- 
ter.”— Roman. 

— b.h.s. — 

“Do  you  know  Small?” 

“Not  at  all  well.  I’ve  only  met  him 
when  he’s  been  with  his  wife.” — Ex. 
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“I  hear  you  had  a quarrel  with  your 
sweetheart  the  other  day?” 

“Yes,  she  sneered  at  my  apartment,  so 
I knocked  her  flat.” — American  Legion 
Weekly. 

— b.h.s. — 

He — “What’s  the  matter  with  your 
church  choir?  They  don’t  seem  to  pull 
together?” 

She — “Well,  the  tenor’s  in  love  with 
the  soprano,  who  is  in  love  with  the 
basso,  who  is  deeply  infatuated  with  the 
alto,  who  loves  the  tenor,  but  is  married 
to  the  organist.” — Roman. 

— b.h.s — 

WILLING,  ANYWAY 
“See  here,  young  man,”  stormed  the 
irate  father,  descending  the  stairs  at  one 
a.  m.,  “Do  you  think  you  can  stay  in 
the  parlor  with  my  daughter  all  night?” 
“I’ll  try,  sir,”  replied  the  imperturb- 
able youth  modestly,  “But  I’m  really 
afraid  I’ll  have  to  be  leaving  about  four 
or  five  o’clock.” — Roman. 

— b.h.s. — 

PLEASE,  DEAR ! 

In  the  gloaming,  oh  my  darling, 

When  the  lights  are  dim  and  low, 

That  your  face  is  powder-painted, 

How  am  I,  sweetheart,  to  know ? 

Twice  this  month  I’ve  had  to  bundle 
Every  coat  that  I possess, 

To  the  cleaner — won’t  you  darling, 
Love  me  more,  and  powder  less ? — Ex 
— b.h.s — 

THE  CHEERY  SMILE 
There  is  no  room  for  sadness  when  we 
see  a cheery  smile ; 

It  always  has  the  same  good  look — it’s 
never  out  of  style. 

It  nerves  us  on  to  try  again  when  failures 
make  us  blue; 

The  dimples  of  encouragement  are  good 
for  you  and  me. 

It  pays  a higher  interest,  for  it  is  merely 
lent — 

It’s  worth  a million  dollars,  and  doesn’t 
cost  a cent. — Ex. 


’Twas  Harry  who  the  silence  broke : 
“Miss  Kate,  why  are  you  like  a tree?” 

“ Because , because — I’m  board,”  she 
spoke. 

“Oh  me,  because  you’re  woo’d,”  said  he. 

“Why  are  you  like  a tree?”  she  said, 

“I  have  a — heart?”  he  a ked,  so  low, 

Her  answer  made  the  young  man  red, 
“Because  you’re  snappy,  dont  you 
know? ' 

“Once  more,”  she  asked,  “Why  are  you 
now 

A tree?”  He  couldn’t  quite  perceive, 
“Trees  leave  sometimes,  and  make  a bow, 
And  you  may  also  boiv — and  leave.” 

— Ex. 

B.H.S. 

After  all  Bob  Wick’s  explaining  about 
the  appearance  of  Cadman  and  Madame 
Tisiana  at  the  Sr.  High  School,  a little 
Freshie  came  up  and  asked,  “Mr.  Wick, 
is  the  boys'  glee  club  to  sing  that  night, 
too?” 

That  little  fellow  evidently  has  a good 
opinion  of  the  Boys’  Glee  Club. 

— b.h.s — 

The  teacher,  a lady  of  uncertain  age, 
was  trying  to  teach  little  Paul  the  names 
of  the  kings  of  England. 

“Why,  when  I was  your  age,”  she  said 
disgustedly,  “I  could  recite  the  names  of 
the  kings  backwards  and  forward.” 

“I  don’t  doubt  that,  miss,”  returned 
Paul,  “but  when  you  was  my  age  there 
wasn’t  so  many  kings.” — Ex. 

— b.h.s. — 

Some  boys  were  being  given  instruc- 
tions in  diving.  This  particular  lesson 
was  on  the  swallow  dive. 

“Now,”  said  the  instructor  to  the  most 
backward  pupil,  “you  take  a turn.” 

- He  made  a hopeless  attempt  and  cre- 
ated an  alarming  splash. 

“That’s  not  a swallow  dive,”  said  the 
professor. 

“Isn’t  it?”  gurgled  the  unfortunate. 
“Why  I thought  I’d  swallowed  the  whole 
pond!” — Ex. 
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